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It is hard to define the full meaning, scope 
and value of self-repression. Everyone who 
assumes the right to preach at and lecture us, 
warns ue of the dangers of self-indulgence. I 
have never got it exactly through my head 
how much good we can do for ourselves and 
others by wearing a tight check-rein, making 
ourselves miserable by wishing for things that 
if we ever indulged in we would never want 
again, or if tasted with reasonable caution 
would, if we possess brains and judgment, 
extend our knowledge by widening our experi- 
ence. In Oscar Wilde’s last story his most in- 
teresting character, a blase sybarite, Lord 
Henry, announces as the result of his experi- 
ence that the easiest way to get rid of a 
temptation is to yield to it. Of course this is 
a horrible heresy and could be properly ac- 
cepted by no one as a rule of conduct. Yet I 
imagine that that is the way the majority of 
people get over their temptations. The little 
inclinations which drift over the surface ot the 
mind and can be put aside so readily, are not 
temptations. I presume I have had as many 
acquaintances as the ordinary person, and that 
they have not been below the average in 
strength of mind and purity of purpose. 
Amongst them I cannot recall one who was 
really a good hand at resisting temptation. 
Doctors given to quackery and 
anxious to extend their reputa- 
tion call every sore throat a case 
of diphtheria, and none of their 
patients have a backache and a 
high temperature without going 
through an attack of typhoid. 
The majority of people, moral 
quacks particularly, who pass 
through temptations so triumph- 
antly, have really done nothing 
but say “no” when they felt 
“no.” They have not resisted 
their inclinations except, perhaps, 
when they have yielded to fear. 
This may seem a very ignoble 
view of what passes for lofty 
character, but quackery in moral- 
ity is as detestable as it is in 
medicine. No good can be accom- 
plished by leading people to 
despise disease by giving them 
the idea that they have passed 
through a terrible sickness, which 
was really nothing but a bad cold. 
It is apt to make them reckless of 
contagion. It is just as unwise 
to over-estimate the mental and 
moral struggles we have under- 
gone or imagine we have under- 
gone. It leads to a similar disre- 
gard of contagion; the foolishly 
strong are more apt to fall ill 
than even the hypochondriac who 
imagines himself peculiarly liable 
to every disease. 


” 
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The matural tendencies of a 
character, together with early 
education, surroundings, and the 
pressure of the first army of cir- 
cumstances when adult years are 
reached, combine almost with the 
inexorableness of fate to bring 
about a certain result. In the 
subjugation of these tendencies, 
in the avoidance of dangerous sur- 
roundings, in the calm and brave 
resistance of those things which 
bear upon our special weakness, 
is the real fight against tempta- 
tion. The inclination to do a 
wrong or foolish thing which 
crops up in the well regulated 
mind and is at once put aside by 
the reason, is vastly different to a 
valiant resistance every day and in everything 
one does to the doing of what one is very well 
aware must be avoided if one’s life is to be clean 
and its purpose noble. Oddly, too, natures are 
not uncommon of so pugnacious a turn that a 
fight with themselves is one of the pleasures of 
life, and thuseven a continuous resistance of the 
old Adam is easy, and they manifest their 
weaknesses by indulging in the little things 
against which they are unarmed, 
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Reason guides a greater majority than, 
watching the current of life, superficial ob- 
servers might imagine, There are men whose 
very vices are a part of their life plan, their 
excesses are carefully calculated, and in every- 
thing they do they are following what they 
have decided contains most pleasure and profit, 
A decision as to what shail be the main spring 
of life is where the mistake is generally made. 
It is not the yielding to a temptation; It is 
frequently but the fostering of an inclination 
and a struggling towards an opportunity to 
indulge in it, Ido not believe that men who 
are born reasonably honest, trained by honest 
Parents, educated in the bank or warehouse of 
an honest man, ever have a temptation to steal. 
It is something they never think of, They 
handle money and valuable things every day 
but it never brings the thought of how they 
could get a lot of them together and escape be- 
yond the reach of extradition. 


* * 

Tam a firm believer in the goodness of wo- 
men. In the lives of few who are not placed in 
very exceptional circumstances dors there ever 
come a real temptation, such a temptation that 
family ties, the code which they have been 
taught to adhere to, all social restraints, fear 
and that feminine clinging to the respect of 
their neighbors are in one side of the balance, 
and a mad folly, or perchance passionate love, is 
in the other. 
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uninvited. The climax is not reached un 
awares ; the decision is insensibly made a dozen 
times before the grand crisis arrives when the 
tempted one is overwhelmed. Those who per- 
mit or invite such a struggle should distrust 
themselves. We can only feel so much pain. 
Having one’s leg cut off does not hurt very 
much more than the toothache, though 
the shock to the system is much greater. 
If we undertake to withstand terrible 
things and hope to bring to bear many 
powers and unlimited arguments, we shail be 
surprised, if we ever try it, to find that a de- 
cision will be influenced by a trifle ; that we 
are really incapable of undergoing the tempta- 
tions. It is for this reason that that section of 
the Lord’s prayer which asks that we be not 
led into temptation, seems the greatest safe- 
guard of life. When temptation and oppor- 
tunity come together it seems almost as if the 
fates, and not our feeble selves, decided. After 
we have gone through a great temptation do 
you notice that somehow we never speak of it, 
of what we thought or of what dangerous 
things suggested themselves! It is the 
good swimmer whois most frequently drowned 
while in bathing, for he ventures into the 
depths, and no one knows when cramps may 
take his strength away from him. 
* 
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Admitting then, as everyone must, the ter. 
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men and adopted by so many of their fold, ap- 
pears to me eminently absurd. Nothing is 
more ridiculous than the men and women who, 
continually afraid of burglars, are hunting 
for people under their bed, surrounding them- 
selves with knives and clubs to resist the mid- 
night intruder, and have their whole being so 
absorbed by fear that a moment of peaceful 
sleep is absolutely impossible. The reflex 
action of such natures is terrible on the few 
points of grinding contact, destroying the child 
life of their offspring as well as bruising and 
weakening the beset soul. The bright, fear- 
less truthfulness of childhood is warped by the 
nagging of those who have a half-a-dozen 
bogies with which they are always terrifying 
those about them. The ideal life does not grow 
out of these limitations and terrorisms, 
Genuine self-sacrifice is seldom a part of the 
lives of those who have been led to believe that 
their duty is fulfilled by the avoidance of the 
half-dozen naughty things the preachers de- 
signate as worldly pleasures. No life can 
be perfect. The only perfect life that 
we have had, the One given us as an 
example, found no temptations in moving 
about amongst the wicked, no degradation in 
supping with the sinful, no lowering of His 
standard in uplifting the fallen. The tempta- 
tions to which He was subjected by the Evil 
One were those of ambition, the devil seeking 
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to work on the highest phases of His character, 


ticularly amidst the swirling rapids of passion, | for those were the impulses which otherwise 


resistance to temptation seems to me largely a 
matter of reason ; that is to say, those who are 
unlikely to fall are those who have a life prin- 
ciple which makes them desire to do right, and 
sufficient knowledge to warn them when they 
are entering upon a course which must prove 
destructive. When our clerical association de- 
nounces dancing and theater-going and worldly 
pleasures, they are too sweeping. The person 
who is likely to be ruined by these things is 
the one who has a misconception of life. It 
will be this misunderstanding of the real pur- 
pose of living, of the best method of enjoying 
one’sself, which will do the harm, not the dance, 
not the theater, not the occasional glass of wine. 
Young people are erroneously taught, I im- 
agine, that what isto be resisted is the first 
dance, the first visit to the theater, the first 
glass of wine, the first walk with one of the 
other sex away from the view of the guardian 
eye, Of course it is very true that if the first 
one be not indulged in the second must be im- 
possible. But when three or four or half-a- 
dozen danger buoys are placed in the channel, 
the unaccustomed mariner is led to believe 
that all the rest of the waters are navigable 
and safe. Asa matter of fact, there is nothing 
in life, there is no part of the channel over 
which our little bark has to make its way 
where a danger buoy could not be very well 
placed, The result, it seems to me, in church 
life,while no doubt good on the whole, has been 
very narrowing and the undisciplined, while 
avoiding the places marked out by their 
pastors, have drifted on to shoals, and their 
boats have been stranded on sand bars. Their 
lives too may be often useless and inert because 
of limitations which are unnecessary to the 
good, and cannot possibly save the bad. 


* 
The attitude insisted upon by many clergy- 


saved Him from contamination. It seems to 
me that what is good in us, the divinity in us, 
the image of God that was made a part of us at 
our creation, is what we need to take care of; 
then we will go through the other phases of 
life uplifted beyond the plane where small 
things can lead us from our ideal. If within 
the soul of the youth there is a strong, 
saving desire to be a good and 
useful man, he will have few temp- 
tations to resist. His lapses from absolute 
goodness may be numerous. All of them can- 
not be avoided; the majority of them will 
teach him his own weaknesses and the worth- 
lessness of vice either as an amusement ora 
means of advancement, The parsons, it seems 
to me, are tinkering with the face of the watch 
rather than trying to perfect the works. How 
few haye an ideal life! How few, when they 
are alone, have an uplifting of the soul to a 
point where it can re-discover itself?! How few 
have an absolute sense of duty towards each 
one of their fellow creatures! How few be- 
lieve that it is the duty of every one who lives 
to make at least some phase of life beautiful, 
to make as many people happy as possible, to 
save others from the consequence of their mis- 
takes, and to find themselves ready to lean on 
others trustfully yet helpfully, to make the 
best possible use of the good part of what is in 
them ! 
* + 

If I were to be asked what is the greatest 
mistake, omission, sin, temptation of the age, 
I would answer that it is the disregard by 
parents of the proper education of their chil- 
dren, The temptation that is most yielded to, 
the temptation more pernicious than a ball 
room or the theater, the bar-rooni or a gamb- 
ling house, is the temptation to let children, 
when their natures are young and pure, when 
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inherited instincts and copied inclinations are 
developing into a character, grow without 
proper precept and example into selfish and 
unbeautiful lives. It is the home unsancti- 
fied by an ideal life, unbeautified by a 
pure and unselfish example which does 
more to wreck lives than the tempta- 
tions which come when young people enter 
the whirl of social life and business pur- 
suits. Unfortunately for all of us, our lives 
are very narrow and the least exalted and 
most pernicious phases of this narrowness are 
apt to be exhibited to the eyes of those 
who are using us as a copy. Moreover, the 
most Puritan homes are not always those which 
produce the best examples, but rather those 
homes where the implanting of honorable 
principles, dignity of character, self-repression 
as a habit, kindliness and charity as a virtue, 
produce men and women who, when they go 
into the world, hate what is low, selfish and 
unclean, and their’ temptations are few, their 
sins those that may come to a broad character 
without contaminating it; their mistakes edu- 
cational, not ruinous; their victories almost 
unconscious, therefore, helpful and beauti- 
ful to those who watch and rejoice and are 
not envious of those who seem naturally good. 


* 
* + 
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E. A. Macdonald is a child of fate, foreordain- 
ed to a life of turmoil, if ever human being was. 
By no effort of the imagination can one con- 
ceive of him revolving for any definite time in 
any fixed orbit. Try as he will to be hum- 
drum and common-place, fate ferrets him out 
and whisks him before the public vision like an 
erratic sort of comet. If he were sent as a 
solitary political prisoner to some St. Helena in 
the unknown seas, the officers of the first 
vessel that called tureplenish their larder would 
discover that the island was undertaid with 
gold ore, and inside of a year the political exile 
would find himselt first president of a mining 
republic in mid-ocean and father of his country. 
Busily employed with his task of creating a 
new city at Bellamy, where franchises, street 
cars and corporation printers cannot gain an 
evil entrance, he claims that he was visited by 
citizens who satisfied him that an infamous 
job had been perpetrated. There is no reason 
to doubt that he was thus pursued to his sylvan 
retreat and enticed into the noisy city where 
he was soon in the very thick of it—examining 
the structure erected by the aldermen, thump- 
ing the walls for rotten timbers, and smashing 
up the floor in search of rat holes. The appear- 
ance of such an implacable man on the scene 
would naturally Gisconcert any queer-workers 
whose foot-prints he came to measure. Sup- 
posing that there had been some shady trans- 
actions, it would promptly occur to those 
interested that it would be well to try all 
human means of appeasing the avenger. If 
they failed, their last state would be no worse 


than their first, since detection was fairly sure. | wealth of the Indies. 
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history of the street car business was as clean 
and honorable as such an affair could be, I can 
imagine how a man of strong affections and 
weak judgment might seek on his own hook, 
as Mr. Marshall says he did, to serve a bene- 
factor who had a deep concern in securing 
immediate possession of the street railway. 
Friendship is sometimes very strong and gen- 
erous with bank cheques, but more potent than 
simple friendship in such a man, if motives 
could be sifted out and separated, would be 
the latent desire, half vanity and half vice, that 
lies just below his surface, to regard himself 
and prove himself a manipulator of men, a 
moulder of bulky circumstances. In any event 
Mr. Macdonald came upon the scene as a vol- 
untary guardian of the public interest. He 
retired from it, a purist who had found his 
price. It may yet transpire whether, arriving 
on the ground late though he did, he secured 
all the boodle within reach or was forestalled 
in his search for the fifteen thousand dollar 
worm by some earlier bird. 


+ 
* * 


Mr. Coleman accuses Mr. Macdonald of at- 
tempting blackmail, and the latter repudiates 
the accusation as a slander. If true, it is a 
contemptible offence; if untrue, the meanest 
sort of a slander. Mr. Macdonald was under 
no obligation to institute proceedings that I 
can see, nor to continue them a moment 

longer than: his inclination dir- 
ected. If his conception of what 
was legally and morally right 
permitted him to stop proceed- 
ings on receipt of ‘a considera- 
tion,” it was his own matter, 
But having tasted the rather illicit 
sweets of Mr. Marshall’s purse, 
it was dishonorable to hold that 
fact as a menace above his head 
and try to mercilessly bleed one 
who dealt in good faith. This is 
the one unpardonable sin among 
men of the world, defined in the 
statutes as blackmail. If it is 
an unfounded accusation, no 
meaner slander could be possibly 
uttered against a man of stand- 
ing. Many remarkable letters 
have reached the public eye in 
times past, notably in breach of 
promise suits, but none ever 
equalled the letter which Mr, 
Coleman alleges that he received 
from Mr. Macdonald. He does 
not profess to have the letter, nor 
does he claim that it was signed 
—but really, could any other lir- 
ing man have framed it? The 
subject matter of the epistle is 
innocence itself, with not a harsh 
or threatening word in it all, and 
nothing whatever in the way of 
blackmail. But could any other 
man have placed such a vaiue 
on his services, even though he 
gave “every minute of his time 
that nature would allow?” Being 
a man of concentrated purpose 
and conscious of a reserve fi rce 
that circumstances hed never 
called into use, he valued a month 
of his time commencing at mid- 
night, August 3rd, at $15,500. He 
had heretofore been wasting time 
writing letters to the papers—he 
would subdue this habit. Kerort- 
ers had been delaying him—he 
would not stop to speak with 
them. He had neglected his own 
business to investigate street car 
matters in the court—he would 
rescue this time and give it to his 
new employers; but being a sub- 
ject truly loyal to the chief magis- 
trate, he would in this still obey 
direction from the courts. All his time not 
spent in slumber he would give unreservedly 
for one month to the Kiely-Everett company 
or any other person or persons who would ac- 
cept his services at that valuation. It was a 
straight business proposition to be accepted or 
If he said it was a 
chance that only comes once in thirty years, he 
was right enough. No man with public aspira- 
tions could shut himself away from the society 
of reporters and from the columns of the press 
for a great length of time, and no man could 
put in such a month of intense service as that 
outlined above more than once in thirty years. 
There is no necessary connection between the 
length of the street railway lease and the 
physical endurance of even a robust man in 
search of a month's employment. Labor is 
usually paid for after itis performed. In ask- 
ing for it in advance, the departure from es- 
tablished custom is satisfactorily explained, 
“it might be garnished by my creditors and I 
prefer to pay them in the usual way.” A very 
natural preference in any man’s bosom, when I 
come to think of the humiliation inherent in 
the garnishee process and the imper- 
tinence of creditors generally. It is 
an innocent enough letter and Mr. Coleman 
in supposing that he had secured evidence of 
blackmail when he succeeded in jotting down 
its contents, will no doubt presently be con- 
fronted with his error. This is written on the 
presumption that Mr. Maedonald will admit 
authorship which may otherwise be difficult to 
establish, but if the letter is bogus it is the 
cleverest forgery of a man’s literary personality 
this age has seen, 
a ” * 

It is said that every man has his price, which 
I will admit if it is conceded that an odd maa 
has a price that would twice over exhaust the 
I don’t believe in total 


Supposing on the other hand, that the whole | depravity and I don’t believe that half the 
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young men whom I meet on the street with fessed democrat in public matters, I firmly 
their hats pulled villainously over one eye are believe in all the conventionalities that shut 
nearly so wicked as they look. It is my idea | off the home from the highway. While 
that if E. A. Macdonald had succeeded in| here and there through history we may 
alarming the public with his charge of alder- | find an emperor or a king who married 
manic bribery and had found himself the |a beggar maid without subsequently losing 
acknowledged leader of an indiguant people, | her along with his crown and such other valu- 
the whoie value of the franchise might have | ables as a female thief would be apt to, seize 
been offered him in vain. I believe he | upon, yet it is well that only the royal person- 
entered the lists more for glory than|ages who reign in Sunday school story 
gain, but that the now famous cheque | books have contracted the invariable habit of 
floated under his nose at the time when he | marrying paupers. A class of people that to 
first realized the magnitude of his thankless | me seems otherwise respectable enough, per- 
undertaking and was sore from public indiffer- | mits its young ladies to form random acquaint- 
ence. The people were indifferent because | ances at every place of resort. Left to herself, 
the charges were disbelieved, for why should | a young lady never fails to pick out a good suit 
the company making the best tender resort | of clothes as her escort. That is well enough 
unnecessarily to corrupt means? And the | so far as it goes, but the most worthless rasca's 
charges were so vague, as though the de- | and the most worthy young gentlemen in 
ponent came to fee! for, not to reveal, wrong- | Toronto dress with an equal degree of nicety. 
doing. Some may now fancy that Mr. Mac- | The superior sort of loafer is the worst, be- 
donald on hearing the first whisper of boodle | cause with all his opportunities he is a vicious 
pricked up a speculative ear and went crashing | cipher in a busy world. From this thoughtless 
into the underbrush without any definite idea, | class of girls is developed the flirting wife of 
but with a hope that he might raise some such | later years, the worst product and priestess of 
well plumed partridge as Mr. Marshall. The | unconventional society. 
disposition of the man bears out his own oe 
settlement, that he was oppressed by public Already has a book been issued ostensibly 
indifference to his efforts and resolved to let | containing all the anecdotes of Sir John Mac- 
himself out as best he could. donald’s life that could be gathered together 
as by a man who has devoted afew years to the 
While we are all in one voice clamoring for | enterprise. But it is safe to say that if every 
the official life of Sir Hector Langevin and | man in thecountry were consulted for amusing 
evincing a righteous—or self-righteous—pleas: | reminiscences of the late Premier and a dozen 
ure in the retribution that is overtaking un- | books were written, still the fund of anecdotes 
worthy officials in the different departments at | would not become exhausted. There are boys 
Ottawa, the time is propitious for asking: Are | at school or running around home ina bib and 
such men conscious of their own depravity? | tucker who will, after the enterprising manner 
There is an endless subject for psychological | of these modern times, furnish the press with 
debate. Assuming for argument’s sake that | amusing remarks made by Sir John, The ball 
Sir Hector Langevin and everybody else is | has hardly been well set rolling as yet. The 
guilty, it seems to me that, crediting them | man who lives out in the back townships and 
with being at one period quite honest, they | met the late chieftain at the county town and 
drifted away by such imperceptible degrees | received an introduction and never met him 
and under stfch soothing influences that they | again, man dear! for twelve years, but recog- 
were unconscious of the inward change. On | nized each other at a glance—this gentleman 
detection the first sensation of such a man is | has not sprung his reminiscences with unbe- 
one of resentment. While he may admit to | coming haste upon the country editor. He is 
himself that he made personal use of public | preserving it with an effort, but feels that 
money, yet he feels of different clay to that | each passing month adds to the glory of the 
vile thing, a thief, and is disgusced with public | recital. I figure that there will be a very large 
opinion and the Queen's statutes that admit | crop of these when they are all gathered in. 
no distinction. He resents the whole thing— | Across the line the recollections of Washing- 
imputation, accusation, consequences — and | ton have just nicely come to be regarded as be- 
goes into exile or confinement firmly convinced | longing to history, while the work of recollect- 
that he is a sadly injured and misunderstood | ing Lincoln may still be classed asin its puling 
man. He is aware that his acts correspond | infancy. ZEKE. 
with the definition of theft as popularly con- 
ceived and as provided for in law, but he con- 
siders it preposterous to class him with 
thieves. I fancy that Mr. Rykert is not at all August is confessedly holiday time for more 
oppressed by the weight of his irregularities | folks than the fraternity of the blue bag, and 
and believes to this day that he was made a | town in August is quite.a different place from 
burnt offering to the false morality of the peo- | town any other month in thetwelve. When 
ple. Comparing his present self with his pre- | we think of our friends and intimates, our 
vious self, he is conscious of no degeneration; | minds must travel to the bounds of the known 
and comparing his unchanged self with those | earth—that is cf the fashionable earth—to 
about, he feels as good as they. By thissimple | locate them. Toronto folk have scattered 
process any man can square himself with him- | more diversely this summer than ever, it 
self and rest easy. Conscience may cause a/| strikes me, and families are divided, not 
little trouble, but, like a certain class of men | against themselves, but as their several tastes 
and women, conscience is always kicking about | drive them, to the primitive camping 
small things ani wastes its influence protest- | ground, the pretentious summ:r_ hotel, 
ing over trifles, until, when a manreachesthe | and the deck of the ocean’ steamer. 
point of thievery, his conscience is a thief's |; As to the campers, they enjoy their fun the 
conscience and winks at evil. I have not the | longest; their simple preparations cause no dis- 
least doubt that a boy’s Gon<cience raises a big- | tress and know not the disappointment of the 
ger outcry when he for the first time raids an | slippery modiste or the conscienceless tailor ; 
orchard than when, years later. he burglarizes | they catch their monstrous fish, (sometimes 
a bank or whistles away a couple of bronze | the only catch is this!) long before they set 
dogs belonging to his beloved country. This | out for the scene of imaginary piscatorial 
being my idea I confess to no surprise that Mr. | triumphs, and though a card is apt to come 
Arnoldi should leave his elegant “Joe” yacht | from the camp gently proclaiming, “fishing 
at her dock, walk erectly into the presence of | not much good,” it is followed by no grumb- 
the investigating committee and resent the | ling, for other things are good if fishing is not. 
imputation of villainy. He is unconscious of | At the summer hotel are herded young and 
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any depravity, and mentally defines himself as 
merely a business man whose methods are un- 
popularly acute. Then, too, he institutes a 
comparison and finds himself like unto those 
about him, whereat his head becomes more 
erect than ever. A man’s performances are 
judged to be meritorious or bad, largely 
through the surrounding facts of time and 
circumstance. Some of the old patriarchs were, 
and still are viewed as wonderfully good men, 
but I would really not venture to re-live any 
one of their lives at this day. So in more 
recent history, the achievements of a man or 
the purity of his life was judged by the stand- 
ards of his time. A cannibal might be a re- 
markably good man and yet a cannibal]. It is 
necessary to consider his environments. And 


so with those whose official lives are being | 


unveiled at Ottawa. I am not attempting to 
draw a comparison between the moral atmos- 
phere of a cannibal island and that which 
pervades the Civil Service at Ottawa, and in 
fact I should apologize to the patriarchs, Sir 
Hector, Mr. Rykert, Mr. Arnoldi, the bronze 
dogs and the cannibal for using them to round 
off my arguments. I maintain, though I may 
not be able to establish the theory, that those 
who are being exposed at Ottawa are uncon- 
scious of their own depravity. 


** If my poor hubby knew how I am carrying 
on to-night, it would kill him, really.” A 


old, and, though the soup be cold and the 
drinking water warm, one never hears of it, 
for above all other places is it true 
of this place, that it knoweth its own bitter- 
ness and a stranger intermeddleth not with its 
joys. If you doubt the latter part of the state- 
ment just pop in upon the summer hotel and 
see if you aren’t lonely! And the party of the 
third part, the voyageurs, who are r-aming 
open eyed or bored as their nature is, through 
European or other unknown continents, this is 
the time of their visitation and the hour of 
their triumph, They are seeing and hearing 
dreams and stories come true day by day, and 
| they will come back to us more satisfied to 
live, more liberal in their ideas, better worth 
knowing than they went away, and we shall 
welcome them heartily home. 


There was a recherche wedding on Tuesday 
the 4thinst., at Trinity College Chapel, when 
Miss Strachan, niece of the Dean, Professor 
Jones, was married to Mr. Edward G. Everard 
Ffolkes, of New York. The bride was dressed 
very simply in white silk, and a white har, and 
looked charming. The beautiful chapel was 
decked with flowers and ferns, and was filled 
by about eighty friends and relations, among 
whom were Sir William Ffolkes, of Hillington 
Hall, Norfolk (a cousin of the bridegroom), with 
his wife and daughter, the Bishop of Toronto 
and Mrs. Sweatman, Mr. Clarkson Jones and 


young married woman made this expression to | family, Mrs. Edward Jones and sons, Mr. and 


a friend on Yonge street Saturday night, as 
the two were keeping up a running flirtation 


Mrs. T. C. Patteson, and many other friends. 
Miss Strachan’s presents were numerous, and 





with a couple of professional lady-killers across 
the street. She wasan ordinary, good-hearted, 
silly little soul who will say or do a thing one 
minute and cry over it the next—so thought- 
less in her acts that she never gets the tear 
stains weil off her face until she finds it neces- 
sary to drench some new folly with her copious 
weepings. There are plenty of these good 
little women who lack the cheapest sort of 
sense. If her husband had met her where I 
did, he would no doubt have concluded with 
me that here was his giddy wife throwing 
away her respect and reputation on the point 
of the parasol she coyly aimed at the gilded 
nobvodies across the way. Yet she would have 
wept oceans of indignant tears if her ‘‘poor 
hubby” had pointed out this evident fact to her. 
Married women who flirt at all and single ones 
who flirt promiscuously with strangers, invite 
trouble that frequently proves more than they 
can cope with. They challenge gossip to try 
an onslaught upon their names, and although 
gossip may not always overturn that which it 
attacks, it never in this world yet failed 
to inflict some damage. Though a con- 


many of them very valuable. Mr. and Mrs. 
Ffolkes left by the 5 o'clock boat for Niagara 
Falls, where they will remain for some days, 
and then go to their future home on Staten 
Island. The bride will be missed much in 
society, and also at Trinity College, where she 
is extremely popular. 


Mrs. Stephen Jarvis is sojourning in Mus- 
koka. 


The Misses Oliver of Buffalo were in Toronto 
for a short stay on their way to Muskoka. 
They visited Mrs, James Pringle of Ontario 


street. 
a 


Mr. and Mrs, H. Disney Ellis have left The 
Pines, Center Island, for a seaside holiday. 


Mr. and Mrs. Crocker and their granddaugh- 
ter, Miss Edith McCollum, have returned from 
Port Arthur. They are now at Preston. 


In the days to come, perhaps, the West 
{sland too will have its aquatic association, its 
annual sports and its weekly concerts, Mean- 
time, residents there join as much as possible 


in the social ‘‘goings on” of their neighbors 
“on Center Island, as well as contrive by many 
enjoyable evenings to make the season pass 


pleasantly in their own midst, 
* 


Miss Clery gave a party to the guests at 
Monreith on Saturday evening last, which, 
petwithstanding the wet weather, was largely 
attended. The arrangements of this cottage 
are well suited for dancing. The young people 
were ‘“‘on pleasure bent,” and altogether the 
evening was a great success, 

* 


We hear that it is proposed to give a concert . 


at Monreith early in the month in aid of the 
Lakeside Hospital for Sick Children, and we 
are quite sure the proposal will be Jjwarmly 
supported. 


* 
Mr. G. A. Forster, barrister, and bride are 
spending their honeymoon at Jackson's Point, 


Simcoe. 
a 


Mr. George Holland is at Burlington Beach. 


J 
Mrs. Hislop, wife of Mr. G. W. Hislop of the 
Hudson Bay Co., Edmonton, N. W. T., is 
spending the summer with friends in Toronto. 
* 


A quiet and pretty wedding took place in 


the Presbyterian Church, St. George, on the 
evening of July 29, when Mr. H. H. McKague of 
Messrs. W. J. Gage & Co. of this city, was mar- 


ried to Miss Louise Elliott, daughter of Mr. J. 
C. Elliott of the above mentioned town. The 
bride’s dress was of ivory satin en train, and 
petticoat embroidered with seed pearls. aShe 
wore the conventional veil and wreath, and 


carried a bouquet of white roses, The bride 
was attended by Miss Jennie E. Kelly of To- 
ronto who wore a dainty and becoming gown 
of pearl camel’s hair and surah, bouquet of pale 


p'nk roses. The groom was supported by Mr. 


W. J. Elliott of Toronto. Immediately after 


the ceremony Mr.and Mrs. McKague started 
on atrip to the Pacific coast. It is their inten- 


tion to reside in this city, where Mrs. Mc- 
Kague, who has been for some time one of 
Montreal’s leading vocalists, will be a decided 


acquisition in musical circles. 


Dr. McGee is away from the city on a 


month’s trip on the northern lakes. 
* 


The officers of the Canadian Camp at Bisley, 


near London, England, held an At Home on 


Thursday, July 23. Among the guests were 


Mrs, Lydia Leavitt, Sir Charles Tupper, Bart., 


General Middleton, Mr. S:uart Tupper of Win- 
nipeg, and Mr, White, editor of the Montreal 


Gazette, 


Miss Annie Cummings and Mis3 Polly Me- 
B-ide of Toronto are visiting at Homenook, 
the residence of Mr. C. Moore, Brant street, 
Orillia. 


Mr. and Mrs. R. G. Wilkie of 661 Spadina 
avenue have left for Europe. They sail to-day 


on the Anchor Line steamer Ethiopia from 
New York. 


The Misses Quinn of Sussex avenue are 
spending the summer at Sydenham on the St. 
Clair. 


‘On Tuesday evening of last week at 
Monreith, West Island, Mrs. Wm. Logan gave 
her little daughter, Olive,a birthday party, at 


which were many of Olive’s little playmates. 
A few of her older friends were also there, and 
they, not less than the little folk, found great 
fun in the ‘taffey pull’ and other juvenile 


amuse ments provided. 
° 


At the Bungalo Cottage, Grimsby Park, the 


summer residence of Mr. and Mrs. John F, 


Pearson, was celebrated the first anniversary 
of their son, Allen. The little ones of the Park 


were invited to spend the day with him, and 
they enjoyed themselves as only children can. 
Before refreshments were served a large photo- 
graph of the children was taken. Amongst 
those present were Florence and Jane Picker- 
ing, Kerby Hunter, Constance and Harry 
Bepord, Minnie Griffith, Adelaide and Melville 
Pearson, Bertha and Maud Street, Minnie 
Graves, Aggie Simpson, Bertha and Clarence 
Ackland, Maud Philps, Harold Ackland, Harry 
Bepord, Lenna Coady, Olive and Joseph 
Hughes, Nellie Lazier, Ethel Moor, Richard 
Coady. 2 


Mr. Archie Langmuir has gone for a holiday 
to Gananoque. 


oF 
Mrs. James Henderson is summering at 
Roach’s Point. 


Rev. A. Oliver, assistant minister of St. 
Simon’s church, has been taking a well earned 
holiday. 


A pretty wedding took place on Tuesday last 
at Eglinton, when Miss Mary Miller, eldest 
daughter of Mr. J. R. Miller of this city, was 
married to Mr. C. H. Firth of London, Ont. 
The ceremony was performed at Castlefield, 
Eglinton, the residence of the bride’s father, 
by Rev. R. M. Hamilton, B.A., assisted by Rev. 
J. A. Turnbull, A.M., LL.B., and was wit- 
nessed by a large assemblage of friends and 
relatives. The bridesmaids were the Misses 
Wilkinson of Goderich, Smith, and Netta 
Miller, The groom was accompanied by Dr. 
Piper of Leamington, Mr. Firth of London and 
Mr. W. J. Miller of Chicago. The bridal gown 
was of cream satin with orthodox veil and 
orange blossoms. A well merited gift from the 
Presbyterian church to the bride, who was 
their organist, and a set of diamonds and watch 
and chain from the groom, who also presented 
the bridesmaids with diamond pins, were 
among the many handsome presents. After 
the wedding breakfast Mr. and Mrs. Firth left 
for a tour in the United States. 


Prof. James Cusin, director of the Meister- 
schaft School of Linguistry, left the city this 
week to spend his vacation with friends in 


Boston, 
. 


M. George Coutellier is summering at the 
Arlington Hotel, Cobourg, and attending his 
classes in Port Hope, Peterboro’, Cobourg, ete. 

7. 


Mr, E. B. Osler and family are at Roache’s 
Point for the summer. i 


Miss Lottie Noxon of Bathurst street has 
returned after a very enjoyable visit amongst 
friends in the bsautiful county of Prince Ei- 
ward. 










































































As conclusively proven by last Wednesday's 
hop at the Chautauqua, the success of a dance 
depends rasher upon the persons than the 


hor- 
seaiy {clip oui intovmal affaire no far. holt ee o a athe 
uly and Augus 


wacaormeuce | POPIS Kid Glove Store 


this season ; and yet, owing to numerous other 
attractions, there were not more than about 
one hundred or a hundred and twenty-five in 


the room. Among others whose presence lent . epue e 
to ti i : cr. and the ly 
Siar etata, hfe Hank “Git A Me Kid-Fitting Silk Gloves from 50¢, 
, Captain, Mr. C. an 88 oy, Mr, 

Dawaer: Mr. Taylor, Dr. and Mrs. Hedley a MOUSQUIT AIRE GLOVES 
pong Be Geddes, "Me. nad ‘Mrs. D. B. Mac. In all lengths and all the newest shades 
dougall, Mr. J. and Miss E Russell, Miss Rus- 
= 3 ——— al a Mr. - > We are clearing out a lot of 

; mith, Mr. Gurney, . 
Be Me, Toller, Mr.’ Sawin, Miss’ Mary | Glace Gloves at Greatly Reduced Prices 


Donavan, Capt. Heisland of Fort Niagara, and 


ty including Capt. and Mrs, Irvine, Capt. . 
ease, Tiosh Tove dge, Miss Sherry, Lieut. | Gent’s Driving and Walking Gloves 


eb;ter and Mr, Myers, jr. Unquestionably > 
the three favorites of the ‘evening were Miss Misses garam in 


Edith Heward, who looked charming in white 
muslin with mauve ribbons and mauve china 
asters in her hair ; Miss Sherry in white lawn, 


with whitewater Hes and Miwe Donovan, |. & , CORSETS, IN ALL COLORS 


captivating in one of the prettiest costumes A special line in summer corsets, $1.25 


cae Wy om 4 


stripe of a deeper shade. Refreshments, as 
11 and 13 King St. East, Toronto 





usual, were indulged in at twelve. . 
Rather a novel performance, on a very small 
scale, took place at Doyle’s last Thursday even- 
ing. The performers were all of a very 
juvenile character, but in their respective parts 
each showed signs of latent talent which, if 
not neglected, will give them a prominent 
place among the amateurs of no very distant 
day. The programme consisted of tableaux, 
songs and charades, those taking part being: 
Miss Florrie Heward, who ina very picturesque 
fancy costume of white and crimson, and a 
quaint little cap decorated with various inde- 
scribable ornamentations on her fluffy hair, 
was apparently leader and general manager, 
very efficiently assisted by Miss E. Lockhart 
Miss Lizzie Alma, Master Willie Alma and 
Master Clarence Russell. Those looking on, a 
small but very select and appreciative audience, 
were: Mr. F. Coleman, Mr. H. and Mr. C. 
Lansing, Miss Edith Russell, Miss E. Heward, 
Mr. W. Gale, Mr. Pedro Alma, Mrs. P. 
Strathy, Miss Helen Strathy, the Misses Lock- 
hart, and a few others. The little ones were 
greeted with very hearty and encouraging 
applause upon each appearance. The ol 
comfortable 





OWHERE else in To- 

/ ronto will you find such 
a handsome selection 
of high grade Pianos 
as in our warerooms. 
We offer our customers 
the choice of : 





dining room proved a very 


audience hall, while the room adjoining, di- STECK, ‘New York) ) 
vided by folding doors, was used as a green BEHR Bro “ 
room and stage. EHR BrOs., 
The hop at the Queen’s last Saturday was DUNHAM, * - PIANOS. 
unusually well attended, owing in some SOHMER “ 
measure. no doubt, to the presence of Sir SOHMER, 
Alexander and Miss Marjorie Campbell. The KNABE, (Baltimore) | 
ball room was freshly decorated in their honor 
with the national colors, and those who as- a full & of nine 
sembled to welcome the distinguished guests Also a full stock of the now justly 


represented the beauty and fashion not only of famous New Scale Dominion Piano. 
the town and those at present summering here, 
but of some of the principal surrounding cities, 
Some of those present were: Mr. and Mrs. ead 
Fox, Mr. Leonard and Mr. Louis McMurray, vited. 
Mr. and Mrs, W. A. Dickson, Miss Kingsmill, 
Mr. W.and Miss Daisy Boulton, the Misses 
Heward, Mr. H. Hunter, Mr. W. and Miss M. 
Gale, Mr. H. Lansing, Miss M. Burnett, Mr. 
and Mrs. Martin Burrell, Miss St. John, the 
Misses Paffard, Mra. Charles and Miss K. Ball, 
the Misses Ball, Mr. Gurney, Mr. and Mrs. 
Hamilton Merritt, Mr. and the Misses Beatty, 
Mr. and Mrs. Gus Foy, Mrs. Philip Strathy, 
Miss Helen Strathy, Miss Rosamond Geddes, 
Capt. and Mrs, Irvine, on and Mrs. Myers, 
Lieut. Loveridge, Lieut. Webster, Capt. East- 
man, Miss Sherry, Miss Winchester, Miss 
Donavan, Mr. Wilson, Mr. F. Mundie, Mr. 
Foller, Miss Malloy, Capt. and Mr. C. Milloy, 
Mr. H. W. Cawthra, Mr. F. Knyvett, Mr. C. 
Swabey, Mr. Coulson, Miss Manson. Some 
of the dresses worn were: Miss Campbell, 
white and blue sateen; Miss Burnett, pink 
crepe with silk fringe ; Miss Beatty, terra cotta 
silk; Miss M. Beatty, mauve silk; Mrs. Gus 
Foy, cream challis; Mrs. Strathy, white em- 
broidered muslin, yellow sash; Miss Fox, 
white nun's veiling: Miss Geddes, white nun’s 
veiling and surah ; Mrs. W. A. Dickson, mauve 
and white ; Miss K. Ball, black silk and net; 
Mrs. Irvine, pink silk and white lace ; Miss M. 
Gale, cream mull and lace; Miss Winchester, 
wine-colored silk ; Miss Donavan, blue nun’s 
veiling with brown feather trimming; Mrs. 
Eastman, black silk and jet; Miss Sherry, 

urple silk ; Miss Kingsmill, pink India silk ; 

iss Paffard, pink nun’s veiling, golden brown 
silk; Miss B. Paffard, lavender surah ; Mrs. 
Merritt, white gauze, pink satin waist ; Mrs. 
Burrell, gray cashmere ; Miss Heward, black 
lace with corsage and shoulder bouquets of 
white chrysanthemums; Miss Milloy, white 
cashmere and orange silk ; Miss Daisy Boul- 
ton, white muslin. 

Two capital performances were given at the 
Amphitheater last week. The first was Prof. 
Clark's recital on Thursday evening, which 
was a most thoroughly enjoyable treat, and 
the other was Mr. Ramsay's concert on Frida 
evening. Both were remarkably well attended, 
the unusually la number present at the 
latter being particularly noticeable. Either 
Mr. Ramsay or Prof. Clark's name on the pro- 
gramme is always sufficient to attract a large 
crowd, both being very great favorites with 
the public. A great improvement was notice- 
able in the platform last week also. Instead 
of the hitherto unpicturesque severity of the 
wide, unadorned platform and grim tier of 
benches bshind, curtains hung across the 
center, forming a very pretty background for 
the performers, while artistic hands had 
draped the front with various culored bunting, 


(Continued on page Eleven.) 


QUEEN'S ROYAL HOTEL, 


Niagara-on-the-Lake, Ont. 


Correspondence and inspection in- 


DOMINION PIANO 
AND ORGAN Co. 


Warerooms : 68 King St. West. 


HARD TIMES? 


Then wear your 


OLD CLOTHES 


Made to look like new 


MAGIC CREAM 


REMOVES 
Paint, Grease, Tar, Pitch, Oil Stains, 
&c., instantly 
Without injury to the fiaest fabric 
TO BE HAD AT 


MeARTHUR’S DRUG STORE 


230 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter 


TORONTO, HAMILTON & MONTREAL 


POPULAR PASSENGER STEAMER 


OCEHKEAN 


JOHN T. TOWERS, Master, 


Leaves Hamilton 10 a.m., Toronto 4 p.m., every Saturday 
for Kingston, Brockville, Prescott, Cornwall and Mont- 
real. Fare from Hamilton, $8; return, $15, Fare from 
Toronto, $7 50; return, $14. For freight or passage a pply 
to W. A. GEDDES, 69 Yonge Street, Toronto, or at Gedd 











WATER 


TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Agent, 72 Yonge Street, Toronto 


TILES 


Grates 
Open Fireplaces 


MANTLES 


Gas Stoves 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


(LIMITED) 


‘TORONTO 


Something New and Choice in Booklets 
A TENNIS SET, in Picture and Verse 


A 


: ! A DAY’S FISHING 


Both L[llustrated with suitable design and tied with ribbon, Post free ; $1 each. 


—_— 


JAMES: BAIN & SON 


Booksellers, 
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Hops Kvery Saturday Evening 
During the Season 


McGaw & Winnett 
PROPRIETORS 


K————$ $$ 








Teronto. 
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Between You and Me. 


vacation |! 
trip 


don, 


such 





a sadder and a wiser woman. 
picture and then on that: 


ago. 


was awaiting her. 


I really don’t believe that the chance of Kodak 


snap shots at the King of the Cannibal Islands 
in his full dress of a bead necklace would 
tempt you or me to risk coming back with such 
an appearance as that, and if I were mean I 
should say to Mrs. Sheldon as she passes, 
sickly, yellow, skeletonized and a general ruin, 


**T told you so.” 


There is another proud and surprised woman 
in Chicago beside that one who planned the 
lake tunnel—I mean Miss Sophia Hayden— 


whose plans for the woman’s pavilion at the 


World’s Fair have been those chosen by the 
committee. She was a school ma'am, this sur- 
prised and successful lady, and for three weeks 
gave her spare time to her drawings for the 
woman’s building. Chicago women are going 
to make a decided advance in woman’s work 
if they continue as they have begun in connec- 
tion with the World's Fair. Those large feet, 
of which so much fun is made by reprobate 
paragraphers, seem to have, at all events, the 
happy faculty of “ getting there.” 
* 


Forgive that lapse into slang, but I was in- 
vited last week to the Newsboys’ excursion, 
which will account for it. We had what is 
called in the Argot of the street corners, ‘‘a 
dilly time.” I had often inquired the meaning 
of “dilly” from my barefooted friends and it 
has been translated “ slick,” “jim dandy” and 
various other arebic idioms which are to the 
uninitiated, foolishness. But the newsboy’s 
tone when he speaks leaves no doubt as to his 
meaning. They have their opinions and ex- 
press things in an indifferent and beyond-it-all 
way which would be worthy of the sang froid 
of the Vere de Veres. ‘‘ He wants cuffin,” said 
one conclusively, alluding to the firebrand 
orator of the Park. ‘“‘ Would yer do ther cuffin’?” 
inquired a smaller boy sarcastically. ‘* Naw, I 
don’t mind him!” said the first one, good- 
naturedly superior, ‘‘He’s like ertoy balloon, 
bound ter bust hisself some day !” 

oe 


* You take in der Sunday School?” asked 
one of three big fellows. 

‘*I what?” and the contempt in the *»ne of 
the response attracted me. 

‘Yes, he do, too, and he’s nuts on the 
teacher—brings her wild flowers and leaves her 
a paper when he’s over. Oh, go way—I know 
yer!” squealed a little carrot-headed urchin 
with more freckles and impudence than his 
face could comfortably hold ; and instead of 
annihilating him the big boy confessed in the 
following sentence : 

‘* Betcher neck she’s a dilly! that’s what she 
is!” 

I have rather a particular weakness for news- 
boys—partly because in the early days of the 
Mimico school I became very confidentially 
friendly with a good number—and their confi- 
dences have made me more able to understand 
their successors on the street corners. 


I wonder is it possible that the French 
capital will succeed in presenting the Wagner- 
ian operas, and is it at all to be believed that 
Frau Cosina Wagner will come to Paris and 
superintend the rehearsals? Every summer 
during the tourist season in Europe one hears 
and sees parties wending their way to the 
little German town of Bayreuth—like pilgrims 
to a shrine—to enjoy the four hours of sight 
and sound that can be enjoyed nowhere else 
as there. Or one runs across those other 
parties who have just feasted eye and ear, and 
are mute with satisfaction or garrulous with 
praise. I hope they will succeed in Paris, but 
I cannot help doubting. There is something 
almost devout in the way the Germans enjoy 
music and one cannot put the new wine of 
earoest appreciation and grave, thoughtful 
sympathy into the airy old bottles of French 
frivolity. 


‘The Princess of Wales has had two interest- 
ing garden parties this summer, the second of 
which has just taken place. There were a 
thousand invited women at each party, who 
came in a piquant and unusual garb, the plain 
linen gown and snowy cap of their profession, 
for they were hospital nurses, And I like 
these happy groups of pleased and excited and 
flattered girle with their gracious and sweet- 
faced hostess and her bright, chattering 
daughters better than German Willie and his 
grandmamma, and all the millinery that went 
toseethem. By the way, I saw the strangest 
account of our Queen's robe de fete in one of 
the Society papers. ‘The Prince of Wales 
wore a German officer's uniform and theQueen 
wore a pair of epaulettes belonging to the uni- 
form which she would wear as Colonel ofa 
German regiment.” And it occurred to me to 
feel a little shocked ! 


Lady Gordon Cumming has been praised and 
blamed and admired and envied in all quarters 
since she emerged from the quiet English 




















O not, dear sis- 
ters, goto Africa 
for your summer 
You 
will not find it 
@ recuperative 
in mind, 
body or pocket- 
book. Mrs, Shel- 
who left 
London on some 
summer 
jaunt and whose 
departure I re- 
member regret- 
ting, some time in April or May, has returned 
Look on this 
‘* Six months ago 
she was the picture of health, with plump 
figure, clear, fresh complexion and bright eyes. 
As she was assisted from the train to-day she 
seemed twenty years older than half a year 
Her eyes were deep sunken, the forehead 
drawn and wrinkled, the complexion a dark 
and sickly yellow,the cheeks thin and pinched, 
and the body painfully emaciated. She limped, 
with the aid of a stout stick, and with several 
rests, the short distance to the carriage which 
Her husband assisted her, 
but the exertion was a severe one for her, and 
she was only able to answer briefly a few ques- 
tions asked by the reporters before she col- 
lapsed and sank back among the cushions.” 


badge of her loyalty to her Scottish lover. 


can description, 


fine brow, and round, firm chin. 


what the consequences might be. 
married her “ain love,” and recks 


choice.” 
* 


I have received several letters from lady 
cyclists, written to me since last Saturday's 
issue of this paper. The same story comes with 
each, of trials and tumbles, and I am happy to 
say of triumph over the “ wabbling, lurching 
creature,” as one excited writer calls her silent 
steed, and of the benefit and the pleasure each 
fair lady takes from her beloved exercise, 
These letters have come from towns far away 
from Toronto, but in every case but one the 
first idea of wheeling came to these women 
How 
proud she is you may imagine of her score of 
fellow-cyclists, and to one and all she gives 
best wishes for the future and hearty thanks 
for their kind invitations to “ come and see us, 


from reading Lady Gay’s experience, 


and bring your byke.” 


There has been a great deal of talk lately 
One magazine describes the 


about perfumes. 
hypodermic injection of strong scents, faint 


fragrance of which oozes through the pores for 


days or even weeks. Another describes the 
scented lining for bureau drawers and the 
long wadded scented bags to hang inside dress 
skirts when turned inside out and hung up, 
with smaller packets to fold away with bodices. 
I have a very strong dislike to perfume, except 
as au adjunct to the bath when Florida, Co- 
logne or Lavender water are certainly refreshing. 
A woman who smells always of violets, or of 
white rose, or of heliotrope may be possible and 
seductive in a book, but always impresses me 
with an unhealthy feeling. I don’t like people 
to smell of anything, not stealthy perfun.e or 
loudly pronounced food or drink, or stale to- 
bacco smoke. A young man sat beside me 
some weeks ago in church who smelt of soap ; 
his face shone as Moses’ did, his reddened ears 
had a polish on them, his hair was stiff and 
wiry with dried soapsuds, and I sniffed the 
sniff of the scornful and wished myself at 
home. Perfect cleanliness, well rinsed, smells 
of nothing and that’s what I like best. 
Lapy Gay, 





A Stolen Heart. 


I prithee send me back my heart, 
Since { cannot have thine, 

For if from yours you will not part 
Why then shouldst thou have mine ? 





Yet, now I think on’t, let it lie, 
To find it were in vain, 

For thou’st a thief in either eye 
Would steal it back again. 


Why should two hearts in one breast lie, 
And yet not lodge together ? 

O love! where is thy sympathy, 
If thus our breasts thou sever ? 


But love is such a mystery, 
I cannot find it out, 

For, when I think I’m most resolved, 
I then am most in doubt. 


Then farewell care, and farewell woe, 
I will n> longer pine, 
For I'll believe I have her heart, 
As much as she has mine. 
Str Joun Suckuine. 


Choice Cut Roses 


Of every popular variety. Other 
seasonable flowers also always on 
hand. We can ship cut flowers to 
any part of Ontario and Quebec 
with perfect safety, as we have let- 
ters from our numerous patrons in 
various parts congratulating us for 
prompt delivery and excellent con- 
dition of the flowers upon arrival. 


S. TIDY & SON 


THE FLORISTS 
164 Yonge Street - Toronto 


Tel. — Greenhouses, 30657 ; 2089 


ARE YOU SUFFERING 


WITH 


Lateral Ourvature of the Spine? 


OUR SPINAL SUPPORTING CORSET 


A Perfect Substitute for Plaster 
Jacket 


Made to order for Ladies, Gentlemen and Children. 
Absolute eatirf ction guaranteed. Endoreed by physicians. 


The American Corset & Dress Reform Co. 


316 Yonge stree', Toronto 


LADIES 


ASE FOR 


, BARBOUR’S 


LINEN THREADS 


Best for All 
Purposes 


Sold by All Dealers 
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church, swinging her long suede gloves and on 
her dainty left hand displaying the golden 
An 
aristocratic Louisiana mother and a “ well 
fixed” New York father were the parents 
of the lady fair of whom I append an Ameri- 
‘*She has her father’s color- 
ing, his fair hair and skin, earnest blue eyes, 
Of medium 
height, with an erect, rather proud carriage, 
and look of radiant health, the handsome 
American has been vastly admired, and has 
not lacked for opportunities to exchange her 
beauty and wealth for a titled name. But 
from her mother her ladyship received an in- 
tensity of nature that once resolved upon a 
certain course, refused to be moved no matter 
She has 
little 
whether the world be pleased or no with her 































S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


fe 38 upon line we're giving 

you these days touching the 
values this store is offering in dis- 
To-day of 
Think 
only of muslins where the newest 
their 


tinctly summer goods. 
muslins and embroideries. 


fashion dictates have had 
own way; for we've nothing in 


this department but what is bright 


and new. You can see a beauti- 


ful piece of muslin flouncing where 


true artistic design is shown — 
brown on white, heliotrope on 
white, black on white, and the 
price now 25c. yard. 

Black satin check muslins, than 
which there are few things in dress 
wear more fashionable this sum- 


mer, 12}3., 15), and 17}0. A pice nainsook floun.ing for 
350. And moequito netting, 1] yards wide, in 8-yard 
lengths, for 609. the piece. A word again of a black flounc- 
ing that we’ud like — to see, gold on black, white on 
black, brown on black. 

Cambric Embroidery, 140. 

Colored Chambray Embroidery, 1c., 20., 30. 

Feather Stitchings. 

Edgings. 

Insertio.s. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 
Street West. 


Miss SULLIVAN 
Late of W. A. Murray & Co. 
Artistic Dressmaking 
76 COLLEGE STREET 


Miss Sullivan has just returned from New York with the 
latest designs and styles. 





WHOLESALE HOUSES 
AND 


MANUFACTURERS 


Requiring commercial photo- 
graphs of Machinery, Merchan- 
dise, &c., can be supplied at low 


J. C. WALKER & CO. 
147 YONGE STREET 
Reduced rates on general work 


A Tribute to the Memory of the Late 
Sir John A. Maedonald 


A NEW SONG 


FOR BARITONE 
“A British Subject | was Born, a 
British Subject | Will Die” 


Words and Music by 8. T. CHURCH 
PRICE 40 CENTS—A REALLY GOOD SONG 


Anglo-Canadian Music Pub'ish-rs’ Association 
63 King Street West, Toronto. 


hmsing Hime 


C. P. CORSETS | CLEARING 


Genuine ones, fresh and clean (not 








bogus substitutes or all large sizes, 

but a full assortment) only $1.75 SALE 
This is considerably below the regu- 

lar prices. 

Double width All-wool Dress Goods at 18c. Trimming at 


y 93., worth double the money. 
Prints and Sateens, Umbrellas and Para- 
sols, Gloves and Hosiery, 
All reduced in price. 


212 YONGE STREET 


LORNE PARK-BY-THE-LAKK 
HOTEL LOUISE 


Good Train Service and Steamers 


CARMONA and MERRITT 


Address— 
Lorne Park Co., Toronto 





Carl Pretzel’s Philosophy. 


It dond vas efery black cloud your head ofer 
vhich makes you put your bruber coat on. 

It vas der feetshteps of goot trainin’ dot 
shtamps vice und vicketness der career of man 


out. 

Der feller dot lifs on der bustle of der vorldt 
pooty soon goes der style out yoost der same. 

Too much many fellers vas shduck on der 

litterin’ varnish vhich vas on der surface of 
er voridt's outside. 

Dhere vas more counderfeita of wirtue as 
diiere vas on der two time national banks, und 
dond you fergot it also. 

It vas a goot ting to tink pooty vell of acause 
dot vas t by its own self und vhich hafe 
pblaindy benefit for mankinds. 


Original Terms. 

The life of a probate Ake in Wyandotte 
county is not all roses. The Kansas City Ga- 
zette reports the followi occurrence in his 
oftice recently: ‘‘Are you the judge of re 
bates?” said an old lady as she walked into 
Judge Monahan’s office. 

“T am the judge of probate,” was the reply. 

** Well, that’s it, I expect,” quoth the old “ay. 
** You see, my husband died detested and left 
me several little infidels, and I want to be their 
executioner.” 











A False Accusation. 


She—The price of the berries is as high as 
the bottom of the box. 

Vender (earnestly): "Deed they ain't, lady, 
‘deed they ain’t. 












TEACHERS! 


If you want to purchase anything in 
the RUBBER GOODS LINE while in To- 
ronto it will pay you to visit the 


GOODYEAR RUBBER STORE 
12 King Street West 


English Tweed Mackintoshes a Specialty 








HAS REMOVED 


Armand’s Hair and 
Perfumery Store 


Has removed from 407 Yonge 
Street to 


441 Yonge Street and 


1 Carlton Street 
8. E. Cor. Yonge and Carlton Ste. 





Largest and Handsomest Hair 
Goods, Hair Dressing and Per- 
fumery Establishment in Canada 








All modern improvements for 
Ladies and Gentlemen’s Hair 
Dressing Parlors. 


Select Stock of Fashionable Hair Goods 


Elegant little Frontpieces for ladies to wear during the 
hot season. They are very tight in weight and not heavy 
looking. Specialty in Long Uair Switches; no cord or 
stem inside. Ladies and Gent'emen’s Toupees and Wigs 
made to order. 
Articles de Toilette for Ladies and Gentle- 

men of Gelie-Freres, Paris, France 


TRANCLE ARMAND & CO. 


Manufacturers, Importers and Dealers in Hair Goods 
and Perfumery 


441 Yonge Street. 8. E. cor. Carlton St. 
TORONTO, ONT., CANADA. 


Is the Leading House for 
Fashionable 


HAIR GOODS 


The latest and most 
ARTISTIC STYLES 
In Wigs, Bangs, Switches 

eto. 
Best and Cheapest 
ouse in the Dominion. 


Finest Hair D: Room 
on the Continent. 





105 Yonge St 


Send for circular. 








ASHIONABLE DRESSMAKING 
MISS PATON’S rooms are now open and thor- 
oughly equipped with the spring styles and modes. The 
latest French, English and American fashions. An early 
visit and inspection invited. 
Rooms, Golden Lion, R. Walker & Sons, 
35 King Street East 


THE OWEN 
ELECTRIC BELT 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 


Head Office ° ° . Chicage, Hl. 





Incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $60,000 





Ue a \ 
Ny TE DURST Net 


71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


G. C. PATTERSON, Manager for Canada 
Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
ven to the world an Electric Belt that has no equal ip 
is or any other country. fully covered by patente, 
RHEUMATISHN 
is found wherever man is found, and it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rank or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has.only been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it has cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment je a mild, continuous galvamic current, as 

erated by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 
CS apptied irectly to the affected parte. 
WOMEN 

The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman's 
friend, for ite merits are equal as a preventive and curative 
for the many troubles peculiar to her sex. It is nature’s 
cure. 

The follo are among the diseases cured by the use 
of THE OW ELECTRIC BELTS : 

Rheumatism Disease of the Chest 


Neuralgia Spermatorrhea 
Impotency 
Scia Sexual Exhaustion 
Lum 8 
ee Spinal Diseases ne 
Liver Complain ervous Complain 
Female Complai General I Health 
ie inte T-H 
OHALLENGE. 
We the world to show an Electric Belt where 


the current under the control of the lent as com- 
— We can use the came ¢ on an infant 
hat we use on a giant by simply reducing the number of 
cells. The ordinary belts are not eo. 

WE ALWAYS LEAP AND NEVER FOLLOW 
Other belts have been in the iarket for five and ten 


longer, but to-day there are more Owen Belts manu- 
Eiceured and old than all other makes combined. The 


want the best. 
desiring information the cure of 
Aor ete te amie noes cares" 
THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELT CO. 
7 


King Street West, Teronte, Ont, 
Mention this paper. 


DORENWEND'S 








Telephone 1551 | 





VEU UL 


“TNEQUALLED” 


IS THE VERDICT 


OF 
All Those Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 
DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
Throughout the Dominion 


DENSOLINE 


(Pure Petroleum Jelly.) 


(SUPERIOR TO VASELINE) 


The great skin healer and beautifier of the complexion. 


NATURE’S HEALING OINTMENT 
- USE - 


Gold Seal Densoline for Rough Skin 
Cold Cream Densoline for the Complexion 
Densoline Toilet Soap, made from Pure 

Petroleum Jelly, a perfect cure for all 

Skin Affections 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 
MANUFACTURED BY 





| AMERICAN OIL CO 


29 Adelaide St. West, Toronto 
a samples can be obtained free of charge by applying 
at office. 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Grand, Upright and 
Square 


PIANOFORTES 





TORONTO MONTREAL 
107-109 Church Street. 2344 St. Catharines Street. 
OTTAWA 


68 Bank Street. 
Factory, 121 to 129 Bellwoods Ave., Toronto 


sot 


= |GODES - BERGER 


The purest of Table WATERS. The ONLY Natural 
Mineral WATER NOW supplied to H. M. the Queen of 
England, under Royal Warrant. 

DR. REDWOOD, Ph.D., F.1C., FC.S., Professor of 
Chemistry and Pharmacy to the Pharmaceutical Society of 
Great Britain, writes of 


GODES-BERGER 


compared with other well-known Mineral Waters: ‘‘I find 
Godes-Berger much richer in ite important ingredients, 
and consequently, in my opinion, SUPERIOR TO ANY 
OTHER TaBLE WATER AT PRESENT KNOWN.” 
JAMES LOBB, Lloyd's Agent, 
Wholesale Agent, Toronto. 


G Rissy PARK AND LORNE PARK 
(Change of Time.) 
8S. CARMONA AND SS. MERRETT 
GRIMSBY PABK—AUGUST SERVICE 

SS. CARMONA leaves Geddes’ Wharf daily (Sunday 
excepted) at 7 30 a.m. direct and 2 p.m, calling at Lorne 
Paik, returning leave Grimsby Park at 10.30 a.m. and at 
6 30 p.m., calling at Lorne Park at 8 30 p.m. only. 

LORNE PARK—AUGUST SERVICE 
SS. MERRETT leaves Geddes’ Wharf daily (Sunday ex 
ted) at 10a m. and 4 p.m. 
. CARMONA leaves Geddes’ Wharf daily at 2 p.m. 

Tickets at company’s office on dock or H. J Harris, 765 
Yonge Street; P. Molntyre, 34 Yonge Street, and W. A. 
Geddes, 69 Yonge Street. 

Special arrangements for excursion parties, picnics, &o. 
Apply to PETER McINTYRE, 34 Yonge Street. 


Niagara River Line 


SINGLE TRIPS 














PALACE STEAMER 


“CHICORA.” 


: Canes Monday, May 18, Steamer vert will 
eave Yonge street Wharf daily (except Sunday) at 7 a.m , 
tr Niagrs and ¥ovion,coecing with Key ont Goat 
ways uffalo, New 
York, een Thanet oh all principal offices. 
JOHN FOY, Manager, 
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THE PEER AND THE WOMAN 


By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
MOTHER AND SON. 


The funeral of the Earl of Harrowdean had 
been a great function. Statesmen of the high- 
est rank and reputation had followed the de- 
ceased peer to the grave. Deputations from 
all classes of society had begged for leave to 
attend, and the most exalted personage in the 
state had herself been ——— by a _near 
kinsman, Tne longline of mourning and pri- 
vate carriages had blocked all traffic in the 
streets through which it had , and many 
of the gceat West end establishments and clubs 
had draped their windows in funeral gloom. 
On the Tower of London, and all the militar 
arsenals and depots around, the Union Jac 
floated half mast high. England’s most elo- 
quent and learned prelate had pronounced an 
eulogy over his grave, which had left scarcely 
adry eye amongst the whole of that vast as- 
semblage, and which had made the hearts even 
of strangers burn and throb with indignation 

ainst the cold-blooded assassin whose mid- 
night crime had taken such alife. Asa states- 
man, a philanthropist, a nobleman, and a 
Christian, the Earl of Harrowdean was held up 
as an example to his order and to all men, and 
in a peroration which those who heard it never 
forgot the preacher touched chords in the 
hearts of many which had never vibrated be- 
fore. The names of those who pressed upon 
the bereaved widow and her only son their re- 
spectiul heartfelt sympathy, included the 
names ofall the noblest in the land, and the 
wreaths which poured in from Covent Garden, 
from the country, and even from foreign 
Royalty, made the air of the great cathedral 
heavy with the perfume, and formed such a 
collection of floral offerings as had never before 
been seen. ’ 

When all was over and the mortal remains 
of the Earl of Harrowdean had been placed 
under the earth, the public mind began to turn 
from sympathetic grief to strong resentment, 
The murderer must be discovered, must be 
hunted down, or the prestige of the English 
police was gqne for ever. All speculations as 
to bis personal identity were put a stop to by 
Neillson’s flight and continued absence, It 
could bear but oneconstruction—guilt. Neillson 
was the name in everyone’s mouth who talked 
about the murder at all. Neillson was clearly 
and undoubtedly the murderer. Neillson must 
be discovered. 

At first Scotland Yard had been very con. 
fident about the matter. His cote it 

ave out, was only the matter of a few hours. 

e bad had too brief a start to make his escape. 
Every railway station in London and every 
port in Great Britain was watched by tried 
detectives, and to have shown himself at any 
of them must have been instantly fatal, how- 
ever good his disguise. A cordon of police was 
drawn around the little house in Holloway, 
where a married sister of his was known to 
live. His description hung in every police 
station and flashed all over England along the 
telegraph wires. A photograph was discovered 
amongst his effects, and in an incredibly short 
space of time a thousand were issued and dis- 
tributed. The numbers of the missing notes 
arawn by the Earl of Harrowdean from his 
bank on the muruis, Of his murder were in 
every bank manager's hands, and were of the 
bills which announced him as “ wanting.” 
Scotland Yard laughed at the idea of failure. 
Its plans were perfect. 

But a day passed, two days, three days, and 
as yet nothing had been done. Two arrests 
were made, but the suspected persons turning 
out to be a highly respectable lawyer’s clerk 
and a commercial traveler, they were speedily 
released amidst a shower of apologies. The 
day of the funeral had come and gone; and on 
the day after the day of Lord Alceston’s visit 
to his friend Thornton, a fresh placard was 
circulated throughout the country and hung in 
vivid black and white upon every wall and 
hoarding in London. Lord Alceston had taken 
his friend’s advice and followed his own inclin- 
ation. He had offered one thousand pounds 
reward for the apprehension of Philip Neillson. 

This had been done on the morning of his 
visit to the Bethnal Green road; in the after- 
noon, after his return home, he was told that 
his mother wished to speak to him. He went 
straight to her recom. : 

Sne rose to greet him, a tall stately figure in 
her deep crape dress and widow's garb. The 
dark sombreness of her attire seemed to dis- 
play more clearly the transparency of her com- 
plexion and the majesty of her wonderful car- 
riage. Even her son, who was preparing for 
the battle which he knew was coming, could 
not restrain a thrill of admiration as he looked 
at her, and he began to understand what the 
society papers meant when they raved about 
the ever-young, the beautiful matron, the 
beautiful Countess of Harrowdean. There 
was no doubt about it. She was still a beauti- 
ful woman. At forty-five—she could scarcely 


be less—she could still hold her own against | ‘Tuth in her passionate words. What did it all 


women many years her junior. ; 
Lord Alceston admired his mother, admired 
he: very much indeed. With what other feel- 


ings he regarded her, however, he scarcely him- | 
Their relations had always been | 


self knew, , 
the relations of a society mother to a society 
son. There had always been a certain amount 
of sympathy between them, but there was no 


common ground on which they were used to | 


meet. They had been on friendly terms always, 


or oppcrtunity for difference. 


childhood, there had been some glimmerings | 
of a more natural, more spontaneous affection, | 


but it had been so long ago that he had come 


| 
| 


| 
} 


to look upon it as a memory, and a memory only. 


At that moment, as she rose to meet him, and 
they stood face to face in the dusky twilight of 


the darkened room, he had almost forgotten | ‘nat ever in his life he committed knowingly 
The one thought in | ne single sin. 


his mind was that this woman had some dim, | % all you will discover but a part, the other part 
| could only be explained by lips which are silent 


that she was his mother. 


secret knowledge, perhaps not knowledge, but 


at any rate suspicion. which she was refusing | for ever. 


to share with him. There was no room for any 
other thought. ; 
suspect her of the least complicity in his | 


father’s murder, or of any actual knowledge of | #94 I swear it.” 


the guilty persons; but still she knew some- 
thing, which might, if properly used, afford 
him aclue. What her reasons for withholding 
it might be, he could not imagine—he did not 
try to. Simply he felt that if she did not meet 
him frankly and tell him all she knew, she was 
no mother of his. She could be nothing but his | 
enemy. 

There was no attempt at any ordinary greet- 
ing between them. e stood on one end of 
the hearth-rug, upright and frowning, with his | 
eyes bent searchingly upon her white marble 
face, as though striving to penetrate the mask, 
which he felt convinced was the result of hez 
unnatural calm. She, with her rich black 
draperies falling around her in a sea of grace- 
ful curves, stood facing him for a moment, her 
dark eyes meeting his without a quiver, and 
her thin lips pressed tightly together. Then, 
drawing her skirts around her with a slow, 
graceful movement, she sank backwards into 
the easy chair from which she had risen at his 
entrance. 

** You sent for me, mother,” he said, shortly. 

“{ did. Thank you for coming so quickly.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

“You need not. I was as anxious to come 
as you could have been to see me. You have 
made up your mind to tell me?” 

** I have nothing to tell you. I sent for you 
for an reason.” 

“Tam to hear it. As to your having 
nothing to tell, I don't with you. You 
could tell me a great deal, You could, if you 
chose, help me to clear up the mystery of my 
father's death, of your husband's murder.” 

“You are mistaken,” she answered, “I 
know nothing.” ; 





It never occurred to him to | the world can never know. As I live this is 
| 80. I swear it. 


but then there had never been either occasion | Shadows of the room. His eyes followed her 


At some time or | 
other, far back in the days of Lord Alceston’s | 


“* And if you did you would not tell me?” 

“ And if I did I should not tell you,” she an- 
swered. ‘Iam not revengeful. Iam sorry to 
see that you are.” 

He had determined that he would keep his 
temper, and he kept it; but it was no easy 
matter. 

**Revengeful is scarcely the word,” he an- 
swered quietly, “I want justice. But you did 
not send for me to discuss this, I suppose 
there was som athing else ?” 

“Yes, there was. They tell me that a re- 
ward has been offered for—for—— ” 

“For Neilison’s arrest,” he interrupted 
quietly. ‘“* Yes. I have offered a thousand 
pounds reward.” 

She took up a fan and half hid her face as 
though to screen it from the fire. 

*“You are doing a foolish thing,” she said. 
‘* You know that Neillson could not have had 
anything to do with it.” 

““On the contrary,” he answered, “it is very 
clear that he had something todo with it. 
will not say he was the actual murderer, per- 
haps not. But one thing is very certain, he 
knows all about it.” 

** If you find him he will not tell you.” 

He smiled incredulously. ‘* We shall see 
ont that. The law will have a hold upon 

m, 

There was a brief silence. Then, with a sud- 
den, swift movement she rose from her chair, 
and before he had had time to make up his 
mind what she was about to do she was on her 
knees before him, her dark eyes gleaming with 
tears, and her features convulsed with a sud- 
den storm of passion. Her hands clasped his 
knees—her whole attitude was one of wild 
abandonment. The change amazed him. He 
would have started backwards but she would 
not let him go. He stood looking down upon her 
dishevelled face, and listening to her passion- 
ate words with a strange sense of unreality 
creeping over him. Surely this could not ve 
his mother, this weeping, suppliant woman. 

** Bernard,” she cried, “ for God's sake listen 
tome. I beseech you, I warn you for yourown 
sake, as well as mine, let it all rest. Leave it 
to the detectives. Don’t let them find out any- 
thing, if you can help it. Don’t help them, 
Withdraw that reward. Oh, you don’t know 
what you are doing! You can'tknow! Have 
you thought anything about it at all? You 
cannot think that he was murdered for that 
miserable money! Oh, this will kill me; will 
kill me,” she cried, wringing her hands. 

He tried to raise her, but she would not 
move. She grovelled at his feet, and her agony 
brought the tears into his eyes. Strong in his 
purpose though he was, he could not help being 
moved, 

** Mother,” he cried, trying in vain to lift her, 
“if he was not murdered for that money, what 
was he murdered for? Can you tell me that?” 

“Yes, yes,” she cried. ‘*I could tell you, 
but God knows that I would sooner die at this 
moment, here at your feet, than that you 
should know.” 

“There is a history, then, a secret, and you 
know it ?” , 

“T know nothing; but I can guess. Ber- 
nard, listen to me. Think of your father as 
the whole world thinks of him! think how 
every paper is full of his praises, remember 
that sermon yesterday. They hold him up as 
an example to his order and to all men—honest, 
virtuous, loyal, a Christian, all that a man 
should be, almost without a fault. What 
should you think of the man who taught them 
to think otherwise, who pointed to some dark 
spot in his life which none had known of, and 
which made men retract all the good which 
they had spoken of him, and shake their heads 
at the very mention of his name? What 
should you think of such a one?” 

‘Think of him! I should curse him from 
the bottom of my heart,” cried Lord Alceston 
bitterly. 

‘‘ Then Bernard be careful lest you should be 
that one. You seek to penetrate the mystery 
of his death, you may drag into the light frag- 
ments of a past which no lips save his could 
rightly explain, and which unexplained might 
damn for ever his memory in men's thoughts. 
Oh, listen to me! Don’t turn away! Let me 
warn you! You are the earthly trustee of his 
reputation. Blameless or sinful, there is a 
part of his life from which the curtain must 
never be lifted, least of all by clumsy un- 
thinking fingers groping in the dark.” 

Her voice had gathered force, had risen from 
@ nervous tremulous whisper to an impas- 
sioned cry which seemed to fill the darkened 
room, and which rang and burned in his ears 
with strange thrilling effect. He moved a little 
away from her and looked into her wiid beauti- 
fui face, on which the firelight was casting 
strange, lurid gleams, half fascinated, half 
frightened. Resistance, anger, entreaties, he 
had steeled himself against. But this was 
something different. There was the ring of 


|; mean? What could it mean? 
| **Mother, I cannot believe this,” he cried at 
last, in a low, hoarse tone. ‘“* You—you must 
be dreaming. My father's—his life has been a 
public one, before the eyes of all men. There 
could have been nothing behind it. Oh, ic is 
horrible sacrilege to hint at such things! I 
can never believe it.” 

She rose slowly to her feet, and moved away 
till her dark figure was aimost lost in the 





wonderingly. When she returned she held in 
her right hand a small black book. 

*You are hard, Bernard,” she said, “‘ very 
hard to convince. See, I swear that every 
word I have uttered is truth. If you goon 
with your search, and if you succeed, you will 
blacken for ever your father’s memory. Ido 
not say that this will be justice. Ido not say 


But if you discover anything 


The sin, or what will seem like sin, 
you will publish to the world; the justification 


I am your mother, Bernard, 


‘Then if it be so,” he answered, “I must 
know all. Then I will judge for myself. I 
must share your knowledge, mother, what- 
ever it may be.” 

She threw herself backin her chair with a 
little hysterical cry, and covered her face with 
her hands, 

**I cannot tell you,” she moaned, ‘I can 
never tell you.” 

‘** You must either tell me, or—or—— ’ 

** Or you will go on with ycur purpose?” 

**T shall.” 

She made no reply. For severai minutes 
there was a deep silence in the little apart- 
ment. Then as though rousing himself from a 
deep fit of abstraction, he drew himself up and 
pushed away the high-backed oaken chair 
against which he had been leaning. 

** Mother,” he said, *‘ you have nothing more 
to say tome? Iam going.” 

She jet him reach the door before she spoke. 
Then her voice, weak and shaking, barely 
reached him, and seemed like a whisper from 
along distance. He turned around at once, 
She was against the mantelpiece and witha 
ghastly look in her white face. 

** You have brought this upon yourself,” she 
said, speaking hoarsely and as though with 
great difficulty. ‘‘ Come here, closer, closer.” 

He moved to her side, and in obedience to the 
nervous clutch of her fiogers upon his coat 
sleeve bowed his head until it was almost on a 
level with her lips. Even then she looked un- 
easily around the room before she spoke, her 
dark, unnaturally brilliant eyes traveling rest- 
lessly around it and lingering suspiciously in 
“a dark corner. 

** No one can possibly overhear you, mother,” 















































he said, a little impatiently, yet awed in spite 
of himself by her strange manner. 

Her white, quivering lips almost touched 
his ears, They moved, slowly at first, then 
quickly, and ‘the words streamed out in a 
hoarse, agitated whisper. They ceased, and 
she drew back frightened and gasping to 
watch their effect. His face was suddenly 
white and haggard, and great beads of perspir- 
ation hung upon his forehead. But blank 
incredulity struggled to the front, expressed 
itself in a frantic, passionate tumult of words 
which seemed as though it must overwhelm 
all opposition. She listened and the white, 
pitiless lips moved again. Then there was 
silence, deep, intense silence, broken only at 
times by her low, spasmodic sobbing. It was 
the sobbing of a broken heart. Not ing could 
ba worse than this, 


CHAPTER XV. 


£1,000 REWARD WITHDRAWN, 

A few minutes before midnight Stephen 
Thornton rang the bell of the great house in 
Grosvenor square and asked to see Lord Alces- 
ton. He was shown at once into a small study 
on the ground floor, and in a few minutes was 
joined by his friend. 

Thornton was not a man of keen sympathies, 
nor was he naturally an observant man, but 
when he saw Lord Alceston enter the room he 
ros to his feet with a quick exclamation. 

‘*My dear man,” he said, in a pitying tone, 
“how ghastly bad you look! You ought to be 
in bed. I’m sorry I came so late; I ought to 
have put it off until to-morrow.” 

Lord Alceston sank into an easy chair and 
shook his head. 

**I’m glad you didn’t put it off,” he said. ‘I 
have been expecting you. I shouldn't have 
gone to bed if you hadn’t come. I am anxious 
to hear what happened after I left you.” 

**T'll tell you directly. May 1 have a brandy 
and seltzer first, though? I’ve come straight 
from Whitechapel.” 

**OF course.” 

Lord Alceston rang the bell and the brandy 
and seltzer were brought. Thornton helped 
— and passed a tumblerful across the 

able. 

“*V’ll not speak a word until you have drunk 
that down,” he said. ‘‘ Why, your lips are 
blue and you‘are shaking all over. Is anything 
fresh the matter?” 

‘*No; that is, nothing of consequence. 
not very well.” 

He took up the tumbler and drained it. 
Thornton took out a cigar case and passed it 


him. 

“Try one of these, You'll find a smoke will 
do you good,” he said. ‘* There, that’s right. 
You look more yourself now. Do you know 
you quite frightened me whea you first came 
in, And now for my news, such news as it is. 
It'sa wonder I’m here to tell it, They took 
me for a detective or a spy down at the Rising 
i and wanted to mob me, Only just got 


“Ah!” Lord Alceston made no further 
remark, and Thornton continued : 

**T haven't been altogether unsuccessful,” he 
said. ‘‘In the first place I know the name of 
the man who had her buried, and who attended 
her funeral, Here it is, Leopold de Feurget, 
Chandos street,” he said, throwing a piece of 
paper across the table, 

ord Alceston’s fingers closed upon it, and 
he nodded. To all appearance he might have 
been a quite uninterested listener to Taorn- 
ton’s recital. But Thornton was used to study- 
in~ men’s faces, and he knew that it was other- 


He knew. 





I'm 


wise. 

‘Of the three men who séem to have visited 
the woman on the night of her murder 1 have 
found out nothing as yet ofimportance. Yet 
what I have heard is mysterious. This murder 
was no common one, Alceston. Nor were 
those visitors common men. Ihave made no 
may in this direction yet. Scotland Yard 
will have done all that I daresay.” 

He looked across at his friend, as though 
fearing that he would appear disappointed. 
But Lord Alceston did not appear disap- 
pointed. 

“I have been making inquiries in another 
direction,” Tnornton continued, ‘From the 
talk which wenton in the tavern I learned 
that there was one person with whom the 
murdered woman had occasionally talked, and 
was supposed to be to acertain extent her con- 
fidant. I went to see that woman.” 

** Did she tell you anything?’ 

* Not much. ut she astonished me more 
than I was ever astonished in my life.” 

‘“*How? What do you mean?’ 

‘“*T’'ll tell you. I found her in an attic work- 
ing at her trade. A tailoresssheis. She abso- 
lutely refused to answer one of my questions. 
I offered her money, a good deal of money, but 
she still refused. Just as I was leaving her 
she called me back. 

*** Who was the young gentleman with you 
in street to-day,’ she asked. I saw no 
reason for concealment, so told her your name. 
‘Tell him,’ she said, ‘that if he will come to 
me, alone, I will tell him all I know about the 
murdered woman.’ I couldn’t get another 
word out of her, nor any explanation, so I 
came away. Her name and address is on that 
piece of paper, too—Sall Greenwood, 4 Crane’s 
court, Fitchett street, Whitechapel.” 

Lord Alceston’s fiagers closed over the piece 
of paper, and he transferred it to his waistcoat 
pocket. Then he resumed his former position, 
his face half shaded with his hand. 

+ Sarning else ?’”’ he asked, 

oe es. ” 





** Important?” 

“ Very.” 

Lord Alceston changed his position uneasily. 

** What is it?” he asked. 

Thornton leaned across the table, and looked 
very grave indeed. 

“*I discovered something—almost by acci- 
dent—which seems as though it were indeed a 
link bet ween the two murders.” 

** And the link is?” 

** Neillson.” 

Lord Alceston drew a long breath, and the 
color came back to his cheeks, 

** Tell me about it,” he said. 

“That's very soondone, It seemed to me 
that the cross-examination of Mrs, Judkin, the 
landlady, at the inquest, was very weak and 
as [ passed the house on my way back I went 
in and saw her.” 

“ee 

“TI frightened her.” 

** Yes,” 

** And I made her acknowledge that she had 
secreted something which she had found in the 
dead woman's room.” 

* Yes! What was it?” 

Thornton took a crumpled piece of per 
from his pocket and threw it across the table, 

‘*A fifty pound note,” he said quietly, ‘and 
the number is 202096.” 

Lord Alceston repeated the number as though 
not appreciating its significance. 

‘** Don’t you remember,” Thornton said, ‘that 
is the number of one of the notes which your 
father, the Earl of Harrowdean, drew from 
Coutt’s on the morning of his murder, and 
which Neillson evidently decamped with ?” 

Lord Aleeston gras the note tightly in his 
fingers and sat back in hischair. For a moment 
or two the room seemed to beswimming round 
him, and there was a low buzzing in his ears. 
Then he felt a cool hand upon his forehead and 

some brandy streaming down his throat. With 
a great effort he ulled himself together and 


sat up. 

“I'm all right, thanks,” he said weakly. 
“T'll sit quite still for a minute or two.” 

There was a short silence. Taen Lord Alces- 
ton got up. 

‘*Thornton,” he said, “I asked you to help 
me in this, and you've done so like a brick, 
I'm immensely ob to you.” 

“ That’s all right,” Toornton answered. “I’m 
glad we've been so fortunate. We've madea 
good start, at any rate.” 

‘**And the start must be the finish,” Lord 
Aleceston said slowly. ‘' Thornton, I want to 
drop this—drop it altogether. I want what we 
have found out to remain a profound secret, 
buried tween us two,” 
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they would travel apart lest three such tall 
men together might provoke remark. But, 
arriving ata well known town in Yorkshire 
and learning that a lecture was to be delivered 
to working men on America, the three deter- 
mined to be present. Entering the hall separ- 
ately they took seats apart. As the lecturer 
proceeded, his utter ignorance of America soon 
became manifest to the three Americans, 
Finally, however, a statement concerning the 
size of Americans was too absurd to be endured 
in silence. ‘he speaker had barely time to 
conclude a sentence asserting that Americans 
are proverbially short of stature, never exceed- 
ing at the utmost five feet ten inches, when 
Mr. Robinson arose and said : 

** My friends, Iam an American, and, as you 
see, I measure fully six feet. If there is any 
other American who happens just now to be in 
the house, I request him to stand up.” 

An expression of surprise was followed by 


Thornton was a man whom it was not easy 
to surprise, but he started and looked at his 
friend incredulously. 

" pe you mean this?” he asked slowly. 

“ a” 

-**You mean to say that now the clue isin 
your hands, you want to throw it up? You 
don’t intend to follow it?” 

“I do mean that. I have the strongest 
reasons,” 

* What are they?” 

‘*I cannot tell you, Taornton, you must take 
my word,” 

‘You may be mistaken. 
hold of some false idea.” 

**T am not mistaken.” 

‘I’m not at all sure that we shouldn’t be 
liable to ba indicted for conspiracy.” 

**T will take the risk of that.” 

Thornton thought for a moment, and then 
shrugged his shoulders, 


You may have got 


‘Very good ; you are the most interested in | roars of laughter as the Rev. Phillips Brooks 
this matter, of course, and you shall have your | arose and said : 
own way. But I tell you frankly that I don’t “*T am an American, and my size, six feet two 
understand this, and I don’t like it. Good] inches, occasions no particular remark in 


America, If there is any other American in 
the house, I in turn request him to stand up.” 

After a lapse of a few seconds, in order to give 
the lecturer a little time to recover himself, 
Dr. McVicker slowly raised his majestic figure 
to its full height of six feet four, and began: 

“Tam an Am i 

But this was too much, and he could not get 
any further. The audience had lost all control 
of themselves, and the speaker’s disappearance 
from the stage brought the entertainment to a 
premature close, 


night.’ 

He left somewhat abruptly, for he was an- 
noyed ; and he was one of those men who never 
take the trouble to hide their annoyance. But 
Lord Alceston knew that he would keep his 
word, and he let him go without further pro- 
test, 

On the following morning the papers con- 
tained a somewhat strange announcement, 
The reward of one thousand pounds for the dis- 
covery of Poilip Neillson had been withdrawn 
without any explanation. The inference was 
obvious. Theauthorities no longer believed in 
his guilt, and though Scotland Yard was not 
supposed to be affected by the offering of the 
reward at all, the search for the missing man 
became weak and half-hearted. The one possi- 
ble clue was swept away, and the murderers of 
the Earl of Harrowdean and of the unknown 
woman in the East End were still at large. 
The papers had plenty to say about it, and 
Scotland Yard very little. The chief inspector 
of the latter was worried almost out of his 
senses. But perhaps Stephen Thornton was 
of all men the most perplexed. 


(To be Continued, ) 








No More For Him, 


You may well hesitate about taking some 
chairs, but not if the chair happens to be 
one from our Stock. When you take this 
kind of chair you won't want to let any- 


body take you out of it. Perhaps you 
haven't heard of our new rates in furni- 
ture. When you see them you will agree 
with us that there has been a tumble. 
Prices have fallen so far that they couldn’t 
fall much further without disappearing 
altogether. 

. Take Carpets as the illustration. 
business reason we're doing the making 
and laying free of the regular 65c. and 853. 
Tapestries and $1 Brussels. The reason is 
that the manufacturer of these goods wants 
us to introduce him to you. Holds good 
till 1st September, 


For a 
While prices are low you should also re- 





member that you get the advantage of 
credit if you want to buy that way. 


Missionary—Won’t you take a tract, 
friend? 

Whoop La (the Pawnee)—Not much! Last 
tract said *‘ and Lo, he was cast out.”—Judge. 


my 
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Conclusive. 


*““ Where are you going this summer?” 

* To the mountains.” 

‘* What is your reason for going to the moun- 
tains?” 

**Mohamet’s; the mountains will not come 
to me,” 
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All In It. 


“T am getting all mixed up these days,” said 
the chowder to the big sp>on. 

“T stir around and get to the bottom of 
everything,’ said the spoon. 

“T wouldn't be a clam if I were you,” said 
the tomato. ‘‘Next thing you know you will 
be in the soup, too.” 

Just then the pot bubbled over with mirth 
and the conversation was a 
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Her Reason. 


‘* Has that young man proposed yet?” asked 
the fond father. 

** Yes, pa,” she answered, 

** Did you accept him?” 

‘*No, pa; because, you see, he didn’t propose 
to me.” 
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An Afflicted Female. 
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your age, ame 

Witenes (hesitatingly)—I have seen sixteen Tenens Seer 
summers, 
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They Were All Americans. 


Some times since three tall Americans—Mr, 
Robinson, six feet high, and the Rev. Phillips 
Brooks, six feet two inches high, both of 
Boston, and the Rev. Dr. McVicker, six feet 
tour inches, of Philadelphia—made, in com- 
pany, atrip to England. En route, thev deter- 
mined that when they should reach England 
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Uncle Tom Barker. 


-Uncle Tom Barker was much of a man, He 
had been wild and reckless, and feared not 
God nor regarded man, but one day at a camp- 
meeting, while Bishop Gaston was shaking up 
the sinners and scorching them over the in- 
fernal pit, Tom got alarmed, and before the 
meeting was over he professed religion and be- 
came a zealous, outspoken convert, and de- 
clared his intention of going forth into the 
world and preaching the gospel. He was ter- 
ribly in earnest, for he said he had lost a power 
of time and must make it up. Tom was a 
rough talker, but he was a good one, and knew 
right smart of ‘‘ecripter,” and a good many of 
the old-fashioned hymns by heart. The con- 
ference thought he was a pretty good fellow to 
send out into the border nent among the 
settlers, and so Tom straddled his old flea- 
bitten gray, and in due time was circuit riding 
in North Mississippi. 

In course of time Tom acquired notoriety, 
and from his strong language and stronger 
gestures and his muscular eloquence, they 
called him old Sledge Hammer, and after 
awhile, old Sledge, for short. Away down 
in one corner of his territory there was a black- 
smith shop and a wagon shop and a whisky 
shop and a postoffice at Bill Jones’ crossroads ; 
and Bill kept all of them, and was known far 
and wide as Devil Bill Jones, so as to distin- 
guish him from ’Squire Bill, the magistrate. 
Devil Bill had sworh that no preacher should 
ever toot a horn or sing a hymn in the settle- 
ment, and if any of the cussed hypocrites ever 
dared to stop at the crossroads, he’d make him 
dance a hornpipe and sing a hymn, and whip 
him besides. And Bill Jones meant just what 
he said, for he had a mortal hate for 
the men of God, It was reasonably supposed 
that Bill could and would do what he said, for 
his trade at the anvil had made him strong, 
and everybody knew that he had as much brute 
courage as was necessary. And so Uncle Tom 
was advised to take roundance and never tackle 
the crossroads, He accepted this for a time, 
and left the people to the bad influence of 
Devil Bill; but it seemed to him he was not 
doing the Lord’s will, and whenever he thought 
of the womeh and children living in darkness 
and growing up in infidelity, he would groan. 

One night he prayed over it with great earn- 
estness, and vowed to do the Lord’s will if the 
Lord would give him light, and it seemed to 
him as he rose from his knees that there was 
no longer any doubt—he must go. Uncle Tom 
never dallied about anything when his mind 
was made up. He went right at it like killing 
snakes; and so next morning as a ‘“nabor” 
— on his way to Bill’s shop, Uncle Tom 
said : 

** My friend, will yov please carry a message 
to Bill Jones for me? Do you tell him that if 
the Lord is willin’, I will be at the crossroads 
to preach next Saturday at eleven o'clock, and 
I am shore the Lord is wiilin’, Tell bim to 
please ‘ norate’ it in the settlement about. and 
ax the women and children tocome. Tell Bill 
Jones I will stay at his house, God willin’, and 
I'm shore he’s willin’, and I'll preach Sunday, 
too, if things git along harmonious.” 

When Bill Jores got the message he was 
amazed, astounded, and his indignation knew 
no bounds. He raved and cursed at the 
*‘onsult,” as he called it—the “ onsulting mes- 
sage of old Sledge”—and he swore that he 
would hunt up and whip him, for he knowed 
that he wouldn't dare to come to the cross- 
roads, 

But the ‘‘nabors” whispered it around that 
Old Sledge would come, for he was never known 
to make an appointment and break it; and 
there was an old horse thief who used to run 
with Murrel’s gang, who said he used to 
know Tom Barker when he was a sinner 
and had seen him fight, and he was much of a 
man, 

So it spread like wildfire that Old Sledge was 
coming, and Devil Bill was “gwine” to whip 
him and make him dance and sing a ‘** hime,” 
and treat to a gallon of peach brandy besides, 

Devil Bill had his enemies, of course, for he 
was a hard man, and one way or another had 
gobbled up all of the surplus of the ‘ nabor- 
hood” and had given nothing in exchange but 
whisky, and these enemies had long hoped for 
somebody to come and turn him down, They, 
too, circulated the astounding news, and, with- 
out committing themselves to either party, 
said that h—Il would break loose on Saturday 
at the crossroads, and that Old Sledge or the 
Devil would have to go under. 

On Friday the settlers began to drop into the 
crossroads under pretense of business, but 
really to get the bottom facts of the rumors 
that were afloat. 

Devil Bill knew full well what they came for, 
and he talked and cursed more furiously than 
usual,.and swore that anybody who would 
come expecting to see Uld Sledge to morrow 
was an internal fool, for he wasn’t a-coming. 
He laid bare his strong arms and shook his 
strong arms and shook his long hair and said 
he wished the lying, deceiving hypocrite would 
come, for it had been nigh on to fourteen years 
since he had made a preacher dance. 

Saturday meoeaing Og nine o'clock the settlers 
began to gather. They came on foot and on 
horseback, and in carts—men, women and 
children, and before eleven o'clock there were 
more people at the crossroads than had ever 
been there before. Bill Jones was mad at their 
credulity, but he had an 4° to business, and 
kept behind his counter and sold more whisky 
in an hour than he had soldina month. As 
the appointed hour drew near the settlers 
began to look down the long, straight road 
that Old Sledge would come, if he came at al}, 
and every man whose head came in sight just 
over the rise of the distant hill was closely 
scrutinized, 

More than once they said, ‘‘ Yonder he 
comes—that’s him, shore.” But no, it wasn’t 


e. 

Some half a dozen had old bull’s-eye silver 
watches, and they compared time, and just at 
10:55 o’clock the old horse thief exclaimed : 

**{see Tom Barker a risin’ of the hill. I 
hain’t seed him for eleven years, but, gintle- 
mep, that ar’ him, or I'm a liar.” 

And it was he. 

As he got nearer and nearer, a voice seemed 
to be coming with him, and some said, ‘ He's 
talkin’ to himself;’ another said, ** He’s a- 
talkin’ to God Almighty,” and another said, 
“** Pil be durned if he ain't a-praying,” but very 
soem it was decided that he was “ singin’ of a 

ime,” 

Bill Jones was soon advised of all this, and, 
coming up to the front, said: ‘“‘ Darned if he 
ain't singing before I axed him, but Vil make 
him sing another tune till be is tired, I'll pay 
him for his onsulting message. I'm not a- 
gwine to kill him, boys. I'll leave life in his 
rotten old carcass, but that’s all, If any of 
you’n want to hear Old Sledge ave you'll 
have to go ten miles from the roads to do it. 

Slowly and solemnly the preacher came, As 
he drew near he narrowed down his tune and 
looked kindly upon the crowd, He was a mas- 
sive man in frame, and had a heavy suit of 
dark brown hair; but bis face was clean-shaved 
and showed a nose and lips and chin of firm- 
ness and great determination. e 

‘Look at him, boys, and mind your eye, 
said the horse thief, re 

‘Where will f find my friend, Bill Jones? 
inquired Uld Sledge. 

All around they pointed bim to the man. 

Riding up close he said: ‘My friend and 
brother, the good Lord has sent me to you, and 
I ask your hospitality for myself and my beast, 
and he slowly dismounted and faced his foe as 
though expecting a kind reply. 

The crisis bad come and Bul Jones met it. 

* Ycu infernal old hypocrite; you cussed old 
shaved-faced scoundrel ; didn’t you know that 
I had swored an oath that I would make you 
sing aud dance, and whip you besides if you 
ever dared to p zen these cross-roads with your 
shoe-tracks? Now sing, d—-—n you, sing, and 
dance as you sing,” and he emphasized his 
command with a ringing slap with his open 
band upon the parson’s face. 

Old Siedge recoiled with _- and surprise. 

Recovering in a moment, he said : 
















































‘‘Well, Brother Jones, I did not expect so 
warm a welcome, but if this be your crossroads 
manners I suppose 1 must sing. and as Devil 
Bill gave him another slap on his other jaw he 
began with : 

“* My soul, be on thy guerd.” 

And with his long arm suddenly and swiftly 
gave Devil Bill an open hander that nearly 
knocked him off his seat, while the parson 
continued to sing in a splendid tenor voice : 

** Ten thousand foes arise.” 

Never was a lion more aroused to frenzy 
than was Bill Jones. With his powerful arm 
he made at Old Sledge as if to annihilate him 
with one blow, and many horrid oaths, but the 
parson fended off the stroke as easily as a 
practiced boxer, and with his left hand dealt 
~n a settler on his peepers as he continued to 
sing: 

” ** Oh, watch, and fizht, and pray, 
The battle ne'er give o'er.” 

But Jones was plucky to desperation, and 
the settlers were watching with bated breath. 

The crisis was at hand, and he squared him- 
self, and his clenched fists flew thick and fast 
upon the parson’s frame, and for a while dis. 
turbed his equilibrium and his song. But he 
rallied quickly and began the offensive, as he 
sang : 

"' Ne’er think the victory won, 
Nor lay thine armor down—— ” 

He backed his adversary squarely to the wall 
of his shop, and seized him by the throat, and 
mauled him as he sang : 

“ Fight on, my soul, till death——” 

Well, the long and the short of it was, that 
Old Sledge whipped him and humbled him to 
the ground and then lifted him up and helped 
to restore him, and begged a thousand par- 


ons, 

When Devil Bill had retired to his house and 
was being cared for by his wife, Old Sledge 
mounted a box in front of the shop and 
preached righteousness, and temperance, and 
judg ment to come, to that people. 

He closed his solemn discourse with a brief 
history of his own sinful life before his con- 
version and his humble work for the Lord ever 
since, and he besought his hearers to stop and 
think—*‘ Stop, poor sinner, stop and think,” he 
cried in alarming tones. 

There were afew men and many women in 
that crowd whose eyes, long unused to the 
melting mood, drop tears of repentance at 
the preacher's kind and tender exhortation. 
Bill Jones's wife, poor woman, had crept 
humbly into the outskirts of the crowd, for she 
had long treasured the memories of her child- 
hood, when she, too, had gone with her good 
mother to hear preaching. In secret she had 
pined and lamented her husband's hatred for 
religion and for preachers. After she had 
washed the blood from his swollen face and 
dressed his wounds, she asked him if she might 
go down and hear the preacher. For a minute 
he was silent and seemed to be dumb with 
amezement. He had never been whipped be- 
fore and had suddenly lost confidence in him- 
self and his infidelity. 

“Go ’long, Sally,” he answered. “If he can 
talk like he can fight and sing, maybe the Lord 
did send him. It’s all mighty strange to me,” 
and he groaned in anguish. His animosity 
seemed to have changed into an anxious won- 
dering curiosity, and after Sally had gone he 
left his bed and drew near to the window 
where he could hear, 

Old Sledge made an earnest, eet 
prayer, and his pleading with the Lord for Bil 
Jones's salvation and that of his wife and 
children reached the window where Bill was 
sitting, and he heard it. His wife returned in 
tears and took a seat beside him, and sobbed 
her heart's distress, but said nothing. Bill 
bore it for awhile in thoughtful silence, and 
then putting his bruised and trembling hand 
in hers, said: ‘Sally, if the Lord sent Old 
Sledge here, and maybe he did—I reckon you 
had better look after his horse.” And sure 
enough, Old Sledge stayed there that night and 
held family prayer, and the next day he 
preached from the piazza to a great multitude, 
and sang his favorite hymn : 

“* Am I a soldier of the Cross?” 

And when he got to the third verse his un- 
tutored but musical voice seemed to be lifted 
a little higher as he sang : 

** Sure I must fight if { would reigo, 
Increase my courage, Lord.” 

Devil Bill was converted and became a 
changed man. He joined the church, and 
closed his grocery and helped to build a meet- 
ing house, and it was always said and believed 
that Old Sledge mauled the grace into his un- 
believing soul, and it never would have got in 
any other way.—Bill Arp in Atlanta Consti- 
tution. 








‘*Noble Work.” 


It was always good evidence of a frank and 
sincere nature to overcome prejudice so as to 
tell the truth, and, when the truth is told, 
there is but one opinion, like the following: 
“Kansas Olty, Mo., U. S. A., November 15, 
1889. Gentlemen,—I am proud tosay that your 
wonderful reredy, St. Jacobs Oil, has done its 
noble work. I am able to move around, being 
entirely free from pain (neuralgie). When 
meeting my associates Iam often asked what 
in the world brought me round in such perfect 
health, and in reply I tell them it was your 
valuable medicine. Jas. W. Lang, M.D.” 

Doctors generally are reluctant to speak out, 
but there are many exceptions like the above, 
where physicians frankly acknowledge the 
merit of the great remedy. 





In Prison Garb. 





First Kid—Hey, Billy! Look at the horse in 
the cooler! What d’ ye spose he’s up fer, any 
how ?— Puck, 


Wabash Line. 


The banner route. Only 14 hours Toronto to 
Chicago, 24 hours to St. Louis, 35 hours to Kan- 
sas City. Quickest and best route from Canada 
to the west. The only line running the Palace 
Reclining Chair Cars ‘seats free) from Detroit. 
Finest sleeping and chair carson earth. Ask 

ur nearest ticket agent for tickets and time 

bles via this line, J. A. Richardson, Cana- 
dian passenger agent, 28 Adelaide street east, 
Toronto. 


EL 
You don't need the Chinaman nor the laun- 
. You can do your own washing now, and 
instead of a terror it will bea ure to you. 
And all because of ‘* Lessive Phenix,” It isa 
washing solutive, It does away with the uce 
of soap on clothes. It doesn’t raise a soapy 
lather, which burns and hardens your han s 
and injures the clothes, like the old chemic 
wder. It isso emollie.t you can use itina 
sth ; and it will produce soft, fair skin, You 
can use it on almost anything. Directions 
with every package. Ask your grocer. 

















































To Correspondents. 


(Correspondents will add 
Satrurpay Niout Office.) 

Correspondents desiring graphological studies are re- 
quested to observe the following rules: 1. Quotations 
are not studied. 2. Postal cards are not studied. 3. 
Small clippings from letters are not studied. 4. Only one 
enclosure can be sent us with each letter. 5. Letters are 
answered ag nvarly as possible in their turn. By noticing 
and adhering to these rules editor and correspondents will 
be saved a great deal of troub!'e. 

Esioma.—Scraps are not studied. 

Mivprep C,, Atics M. and Batma J. See rules. 


Braptg, Toronto.—Such a meagre study is not worth de- 
lineating. Try again. 

Eozoon Canapguss.—Your chirography is rather more 
gaudy than neat. I hope I have translated your signature 
correctly. Did you wish a delineation of character from 
your handwriting? If so, please say so. 


Rory O’Moors.—Your very legible writing shows good 
eaergy, swee.ness of tempar, some intuitive perception, 
great hope and constancy. Are you very old Rory? I 
think not, and that your hand is not formed enough for a 
study that will do it justice. 


HE en.—$135.00, 2. I can safely recommend the person 
you mention. I have tried five different makes, and settled 
on that as the most reliable. I put aside your letter to be 
answered at once when it came, and somehow it got back 
into its proper sequence, and was not seen again until 
to-day. 

JAack.— The tenacity of a bull-dog, the mirth of a jester, 
the self-esteem of a peacock, and aided in quick order, love 
of talk, some perception, optimism, a rather pleasant 
manner and a love of all life’s good things. That delinea- 
tion is more than your brevity deserves. I got some of it 
from the envelope. 

THIsTL¥.—Writing shows candor, generosity, ideality, 
truthfulness, a fine and frank character, apt to be dutys 
slave, and one worthy of honor, has some determined 
opinions, perhaps not quite orthodox and quite a strong 
will to back them. Have you a strong conviction that 
what is yours is the best of its kind? I fancy so, my 
prickly friend. 

Biapis, Ottawa.—Writing shows very easygoing, hopeful 
and even temper, care and candor, some perception and 
sympathy. You have your dreams, and yet can look out 
in a practical way for yourself. Your judgments are not 
always just, though never sh: or unkind. You are 
moderately fond of creature comforts, and not apt to bear 
nex lect silently, and you like Birdie very dearly. 


Moriat.—Writing shows great ideality and some tact 
and originality, if it is not a disguised hand. Writer is not 
markedly hopeful, but ha- a good stock of ane and 
courage, and is strong to meet many tests. hile she 
lacks the ease of manner some possess, she has dignity and 
self-control. Has probably some unusual opinions, and is 
apt to be a law unto herself, though no selfish nor unruly 
traits are visible. 

M. J, Oakiry.—1. Muskeka, Penetang, Sharbot Lake, 
Grimeby, Oampbellford, &. 2. Writing shows some cul- 
ture and refinement, delicacy of feeling, rather an expan- 
sive disposition, confiding but not always prudent. Writer 
is apt to sper d strength in effort not always sensible or 
wise, is rather persevering and of impulsive and hasty 
judgment, would be a kind friend and not a dangerous foe, 
rather careless and fond of ease. 

Busse AND fQquBAK —I answer you to what you say was 
your former nom de plume. Ithink I rememberit. My 
predecessor and [ are not one and the same person, but 
two very distinet and different persons, and if our paper 
depended on such a scheme as you suggest to “ give it an 
impetus,” I should feel quite ashamed of it. Lead pencil 
studies are never delineated, I have no superfluous dignity 
and what I have is too high to be stepped on. 


Mavup.—Writing shows some ideality, rather an abrupt 
and erratic manner, capricious and unstable in your affec- 
tions, but capable of strong loyalty, careless and nct very 

articular in action and speech (not necessarily implying 
mpropriet: ), judgment not always good and liable to be 
swayed by littie things, temper rather easy going and dis- 
posed to be indolent. You don’t fret much if things are 
not perfectly well done, nor do you desire approbation 
sufficiently to work for it. my 

GERALDING.—Writing shows deliberate love of ¢ffect and 
wish for approbation, probably sensitive to blame, and not 
apt to take rebuke meekly. Would love to confer a favor 
rather than accept one, not so prone to dreams and ideals 
Muriel, but neither of a very matter of fuct turn. Muriel 
igs more cautious and prudent than Geraldine. Neither 
damsel would care to waste her sweetness on the desert 
air, but could love well and trusty if once won and Geral- 
dine would at any cost be loyal to her captor. 

Frencuy, June 8.—1. The Toronto Conservatory of 
Music address is corner Yonge street and Wilton avenue, 
There is not a College of Organists in Toronto. 3. The 
best organ in Toronto is the Metropolitan or St. James’. 
4. Writing shows tenacity of purpose. Some loveof the 
beautiful both in sights and sounds, good impulse and 
energy, rather a tendency to theorize and waste ¢ffort 
ur profitably, a springy and generous nature with wide 
and liberal views and strength of mind to grasp them. 

Harry.— 1. I never received ycur letter, if it was written 
since March. If before that, I am not responsible for ne- 
glect. 2. Your writing shows entrgy and determination, 
ability and originality. Itisa etrong hand, and I fancy 
the fault you wish me to discover has its root in self-esteem. 
You have some intuition and great individuality and ir de- 
pendence, scme sense of humor, and though you can be a 
warm friend, you don’t waste your ¢ffections on very many 
folk. I think caution is a strong power over you and keeps 
you often from doing foolish things. 

Urtau Hegr.—This nom de plume has been used before 
for a very different study. Hope you did not fancy it was 
intended for yours. Your writing shows the matter of 
fact temperament and practical character, also truth, con- 
stancy, rather warm effection though not often demonstra- 
tive. You love justice and have a high standard of right, 
are tempered and could bear patientl) a good deal of 
trial and you won’t miss your end for any lack of perse- 
vering and faithful work and waiting. Am sorry to refuse 
you a etudy, but must refer you to my rules. 

Sruripity.—Writing shows some perception, rather a 
clever turn of mind, good perseverance, rather too much 
self-esteem and self-will; writer is apt to be decidedly 
egotistic, needs care and ballast in act and thought, is 
energetic and of a managing ‘turn, has decided ability for 
planning and is fond cf it. Is sensitive, fond of praise, a 
little suspicious and apt to take cffence where none ia 
given, hasty in judgment and a little capricious. Address 
Lady Gay and piease accept thanks for very unexpected 
favor at the conclusion of your epistle. Wasn't it rather a 
risk to an unknown. 

£Tar.—Thanks for your cordial letter, which has lain 
heavy on my conscience for nearly two months. Do you 
know, I think it bothered mea little when I got it, andI 
fancy it muss have been the part about the man at the 
wheel. Iam rather difficult in that sort of thing, and I 
don’t think your mention was warm or loyal enough, tut 
perhaps it was the discouragement you had in your busi- 
ness which cooled off your lett r. For that, I am thoroughly 
sympathetic, and hope it has mended. Don’t believe that 
I have tried to identify ou, mydear. I am the mort non- 
inquisitive mortal living, and have too much else that 
must be done to take time for curiosity. Write again. 

Marriep Girt —1. You were right in your supposition 
also in fancying that I should erj>xy thé story on the 
** personally conducted.” I know her so well! 2. Writing 
shows impulse and energy, sometimes taking very original 
and unlooked-for turns, a stro: g sense of humor, tempered 
by amiability and prudence, a dislike of waste in + — or 
work, a hopeful and cheerful disposition, a talent for plan- 
ning and managing effairs, ra‘ her a love of « ffect and a de- 
sire to make your mark, a little cs price and some exaggera- 
tion in ideas, postitly also a vivid colored fancy and a 
taste for repartee. A certain determined optimism that 
would on occasion ey you through very serious trial in 
triumph, a decidedly clever and original character. 

Wanzrra B.—I. I don’t feel very deeply for the girl who 
loves another girl, and pines because her love is: ot re- 
turned. A young woman of good sense and self-respect 
won't fret over such a trifle, nor hold herself so cheap as 
your friend evidently does, That she is really wen I 
do not doubt, for I have know people pine for much less 
than that, and girls are very unreasonable and silly somc- 
times. Just teil her notte ow her : ffections on giris. 
Your writing shows originality, some sense of Lumor, vari- 
able temper, erratic impulse, self-ce tion, not much 
decision but perseverance, I think you would bea 
true friend, ght not a tower of strength. You can 
quarrel and be sharp sometimer, though you are not ur- 
torgiving years and experience ought to develop a good 
deal that is estimable in you. 

Vixen.—I answer you in your turn, hope you have been 
able to avoid the explosion you threatened. Your case is 
very trying but worse than that has to be borne in this 
worlé.* 2. How on earth could I tell you anything about 
it, Vixen, [am netaclarivoyant 3. Your writing shows 

rather a sharp temper, which [ hope you control under 

perseverar ce and some ability, 
the scft side of the plank and 
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Sorrow.—1. Your el Pe = ; 
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answer, but I 


shows some reserve and a little timidity, good perception Misses E. & H. Johnston, 122 King street 
truth, T think jou kre easily iofluenced by surroundings | “cet, Pes to announce that; they have just 
fe you ai y ip ¢ 

and prone to look rather at the cloud than the silver lin- oo Pall a aaa Soak” ne 
ing. though at times you are bright and hopeful. Your | *’ y P. 

letter did not leave a pleasant impression on me, shall I goods. Latest novelties in Parisian millinery 
tell you why, because you speak of ‘ dwelling on trouble” | and trimmings. 
and that is such a wrong and foolish thing to do. 

girlhood has been so dark don’t look back upon it. Your 
writing shows such good judgment that Iam surprised 
ou should becloud the present by dwelling on the past. 
rite to me whenever you like, and be sure that for every 
trouble in = young life, you have my warmest sym- 
pathy. 3. I dare say you would if you are strong enough 
Shysically. 


PoLLy Psrkins.—Writing shows great ideality, decided 
talent, love of art and music, a conscientious wish to do 
well what you undertake. and ability to carry to perfection 
your undertaking. It is so long ago since I delineated the 
studies = mention that I have forgotten the chioro- 
graphy, but whatever traits I mentioned in my delineation 
were inthem. Sometimes! get anything but attractive 
after lohg study find out its nes 
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(an You Believe It? 


We know it is hard to believe, and yet itis 
true, that every day persons who ask for 
CARTER’s LittLe Liver Piits, have handed 
out to them something which looks like 
C-A-R-T-E-R.-’.S, and yet is not. 

They are put up in a RED wrapper, and they 
closely imitate ‘‘C-A-R-T-E-R--S” in general 
appearance. But it is a fraud !!! 

The unsuspecting purchaser who wants 
CARTER’s Lirrte Liver Pritts because he 
knows their merit, and is sure of their virtues, 
goes home with a fraud and imitation in his 
pocket, 


writing, and onl 
good pointe. I find in yoursan honesty and uprightness 
which redeem a certain bluntnesscf manner and lack of tact 
and a warmth and kindness of heart which are very at- 
tractive. While it lacks the traits of energy and enter- 
prise, it shows a reliable and calm loyalty and a quiet and 
deep-seated sense of duty whseh ought to make yous 
valuable friend. I was much interested in your letter, 
apart from its graphological side and hope you will find a 


spare moment for me again. 


Tom.—1. Your question is rather vague, for winter I 
should choose a garnet cashmere,and for summer a stylish- 
ly made gingham. The colors, shapes, &c., depend so 
much upon what fashion says, that I cannot ,o more into 
details. School dresses should be prettily and simply 
made, and are ridiculous if in the extreme of any pro- 
nounced fashion. 2.1 am afraid you wont pass the 
exams for the university if you spend your class hours 
whiting letters. If you do not wish to matriculate your- 
self I should think it a waste of time. 3. I am glad to 
know that your friends recognized themselves as I de- 
scribed them. 4. Your writing shows good sense and some 
talent, but fitful ¢ffort sufficiently persevering, a little 
narrow in thought and judgment, fond of gocd things, but 
not selfishly inclined. You are a little careless of detail, 
have some perception and good imagination, impulsive 
and rather offectionats, lack hopefulness and conscientious- 
ness, otherwise a very attractive chirography. «* “ 

AvuLD Reskes.—1. If you are not thin, what do you wanta 
recipe for growing fat for? Eat plenty of vegetables, far- 
inaceous food, drink good milk and plenty of it—also water, 
live quietly, don’t worry, and eer you may grow fatter, 
but 1 don’t see why you wish it. 2. Perhaps you are nat- 
urally pale. Few people have roses in this unconscionable 
climate. The face massage might stimulate you a little. 
3. I have no choice for beauty, but love dearly wide grey- 
blue eyes, set far apart. with that placid and wise look, that 
can change into a sudden sunshine cf laughter and fun. 4. 
lam very sorry your answer was delayed so long but ([ 
have to be very strict in answering ms letters as they come 
to me) hope you'll see it. 5 Your writing shows intuitive 
perception, sympathetic and cheerful nature. You are 
sunny and sweet-tempered, and almost sure to make 
friends ; have sufficient perseverance, and though you are 
not as methodical and careful as you might be, still a too 
prim method would never suit your bright and ingenious 
personality. 

AN EnGLisH Matron.—If you are very slight make a plain 
roundabout skirt of dark blue wiry serge, with a facing of 
slippery silesia half the way or more up. Don’t have it 
below the ankles. If you area little large about the hips 
make the skirt pleated on a yoke four inches deep and of 
some stiff material, put plenty cf fulness in the front and 
sides and a little less at tne back, open the ekirt on the left 
side and close with small buttons, never mind if they show, 
open your underskirt on the right side. Any easy shoe 
will do for riding, but you must have a rubber half sole 
gummed or sewed on to prevent the pedals slipping. The 
rubber is corrugated and catches the als safely. It 
costs fifty cents here to have it put on. The caps are navy 
blue yachting caps and cost seventy-five cents. I got mine 
at Dineen’s, but they are to be had elsewhere. In the hot 
weather I wear a cambric belted blouse, and on a cool day 
a riding habit sheped baeque of the navy serge with posti 
lion back. A natty waist for a matron is a white pique 
vest and half fitting navy coat, a little standing chemisette 
collar and white evening tie. I am delighted to know that 
you - go alone and wish you all the pleasure you have 
earned. 


May Agatiia.—1. I do not know. It will grow in Canada 
with great care, and I don’t see what would prevent it from 
growing in England. It haga small bloom. It is the small- 
leaved clover (Trifloleum repens), and has had a super- 
stitious respect attached to it from early times. Accord- 
ing to the elder Pliny, no serpent will touch it. It is said 
that it was chosen by the Hibernians as their national 
emblem after St. Patrick used it to illustrate the doctrine 
of the Trinity. 2. It is not a dignified thing for a young 
girl to call her gentlemen friends by their Christian names, 
even though they rc quest it, unless under very exceptional 
circumstances. A certain kind of girl always does so, tut 
you are not that kind. 3%. Certainly you can love a person 
without respectiog him, but such love lacks so much cf 
perfection that it is not worth much. I love people whose 
weakness and even wickedness prevents me from respectirg 
them ; but such love is a constant pain and sorrow to me, 
and though J can’t disown it, I am not wont to boast of it. 4 
Your very beautiful writing shows hope and general amia- 
bility, though you have sudden tempers sometimes. [ 
think you're rather enthusiastic and earnest on some 
points, and your opinions are not easily changed. You are 
very conscientious, orderly, fond of detail and have great 
intuitive perception, excellent judgment and a pretty turn 
of fancy, Iam afraid to tell you your faults. Are they 
not a little selfishness and love of your own war, and a 
general feeling that the world benefits somewhat by the 
presence of May Agatha? 

SO OO" 

The latest issues in the popular Red Letter 
Series of select fiction are: A Black Business, 
by Hawley Smart; Violet Vvyian, M. F. H., by 
May Crommelm and J. Moray Brown; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mrs. 
Campbell Praed. All the best books are to be 
found in the Red Letter Series, for sale by 
bcoksellers everywhere, 

a OO OOO 

Will—You’re a wretched little flirt! 
many strings have you to your bow? 

Kate—None. But there’s nothing like having 
a lot of beaux to my string.-—Pittsburyg Bulletin 
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The most popular regiment 


SCOURINE 


The most popular soap 


For cleaning a~d polishing military accoutrements, 
band instruments and everything pertaining 
to a soldier. 


HEED THE WARNING. 

Don’t be deceived and do not be imposed 
upon with an imitation of what you want. 
You want Carter's Lirrte Liver PIs, be- 
cause you know their value and their merit, 
THEY NEVER Fart. 

When you go to buy a bottle of CarTEr’s 
LITTLE LIVER Pits, ask for ‘‘ C-A-R-T-E-R’'S,” 
be sure you get ‘“C-A-R-T-E-R-’-S,” and take 
nothing but the genuine Carter's LITTLE 
LIVER PILts, 


A POSITIVE CURE FOR 
SICK HEADACHE 


Small Pill Small Dose Small Price 


a 





IT GOES THE 
ROUNDS 





From all quarters of the civilized globe come 
words of praise of the grand cleansing and 
labor saving qualities of ‘‘Sunlight” Soap. It 
makes dirt and grease vanish like magic, and 
brings cleanliness and comfort to millions of 


homes. Useit. You'll never regret it. 


HAVE YOU TENDER FEET? 


IF YOU HAVE 


Flett’s Foot Powders 


WILL CURE THEM 


FLETT’S DRUG STORE 


482 Queen Street West, Toronto 


How 





MAKES HOUSEWORK EASY 


The ladies all know it. Use it and have your 
servants use it. 


ASK YOUR GROCER 








RUGS RUGS RUGS 


FOR 


TRAVELLING DRIVING BOATING 


Prices from $3.00 to $30.00 





The largest assortment in the city. All new goods and 
the best value 


H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


105 King Street West 
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Tae Toronto Saturpay NicHt 


Editor, 
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SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 
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Roman Catholics are not Fools! 





WRITER in a Roman Catholic 
journal of this city takes this 
psper to task for publishing the 
two stcries, The Liberation of 
Father Rhone and Father Joseph’s 
Penitent— considering them at- 
tacks on the Roman Catholic church, and using 
these words : 

** It is time for Catholics, too long-suffering 
by far, to resent this petty persecution, and by 
withdrawing their patronage from publishers 
who allow their pages to purvey veiled sland- 
ers on their faith, teach these men of the press 
a lesson in politeness and Christianity.” 


I would be sorry to think that this expressed 
the views of many Roman Catholics. The 
faith of the writer of those words should be 
inquired into according to the canons of his 
church, One whose faith is so weak as 
to be endangered by the two stories named 
is not likely to become a pillar of 
any church. Leeches, it is said, cling to a 
Giseased part,and the fact that the writer 
should construe it that the authors of either of 
the stories desired to attack the Roman Catho- 
lic Church, shows the presence of disease. The 
stories showed what nobody would attempt to 
deny, that men occasionally go into the minis- 
try of all churches, whoare entirely unadapted 
for it and would be better out. If Protestants 
considered every criticism of the methods of 
parsons an attack on the bulwarks of their 
faith, SATURDAY NIGHT would have a hard row 
to hoe. It is with pleasure, then, I am able to 
say that by diligent inquiry I have found that 
the writer of the article does not voice the 
opinions of Roman Catholics at large. 








The German Emperor. 


_—_ 

HE inevitable re- 
‘action has come, 
and we who 
were a few 
months ago 
openly reviling or 
privately disap- 
proving of the 
German Emperor, 
have almost en- 
tirely changed 

ny our opinion. He 
forced those that thought him a whipper-snap- 
per to acknowledge him a genuine monarch, 
perhaps the greatest Europe has seen since 
Napoleon, Great monarchs are rare in history, 
Good ones (in a strictly personal sense) 
are rarer, but personal ‘‘ goodness” in a 
monarch is not of much more use than 
personal badness, so they are not sought after. 
The genuine monarchs, with the good sense, 
the strength, the earnestness and the self as- 
sertiveness that go to make monarchs really 


useful, are few: In England, William the Con- 
queror, Henry VJII, Oliver Cromwell and 
William of Orange; in America, Washington 
and Lincoln; in France, Charlemagne and 
Napoleon ; in Germany, Frederick the Great 
and, to a certain extent, the present Emperor's 
grandfather, William. In the present position 
of the world’s affairs, should William live to old 
age his reign may form an epoch in the history 
of the world. It is “‘promise” rather than 
actual record of deeds we worship in young 
heroes—in Rudyard Kipling and Emperor 
William, 

William owes his success so far to being in 
earnest, and to being “‘ interested” in things. 
He was not brought up to believe that the 
world meant play, though he happened to be a 
monarch, and there the contrast between his 
bringivg up and that of the Prince of Wales is 
strong. Wales has lived for fifty years with 
the idea that the world existed for himself and 
two or three hundred of his class; William 
has been taught that according to the height of 
a monarch’s exaltation, in proportion is the 
breadth of his duties. And the other side of 
his character, his quality of being ‘* interested” 
in things, has ever been a touchstone of euccess, 
This is the quality that makes the rail-splitting 
embryo statesman study by fireiight away into 
the small hours, and which has made Emperor 
William II. familiarize himself with every de- 
tail of the vast machinery of which he is the 
head, If anybody has a grievance he is able 
to judge of its genuineness and does not 
need to rely upon corruptible ministers 
for advice. It is thus that he is 
able to maintain a position practically absolute, 
and as yet he has committed no wrong or even 
(in the light of after events) ill-advised action. 
The Emperor William is Europe’s hope. His 
fame and enduring greatness are tocome. He 
is at the head of a nation that will allow his 
greatness to have the most scope. At the head 
of the English nation his genius would largely 
be useless. The English are too argu:nentative 
a people to be ruled by such aman. They can 
only look with envy on the people that has 
its monarchical affairs in a so much more 
settled condition than their own. 

TOUCHSTONE, 











The Postmaster-General ia filling up all the 
vacancies in the male clerical staff of the Gen- 
eral Post Office by the appointment of lady 
clerks. One hundred and ten ladies have just 
successfully passed the requisite open com- 


titive examination under the Civil Service 
‘ommissioners, and are to be at once em- 
loyed, nning at salaries of £60 per annum, 
n the duties hitherto performéd by the second 
division clerks and other male clerks. 











TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Music, 


I present my readers 
to-day with a por- 
trait of Ignace Jan 
Paderewski, a 
young Pole, who 
is to-day at the 
; ~~ \ Same time the 
"i =~) ladies’ pet and 
Nye ‘ the most interest- 
Ps ing pianist in the 
a  / world, The ladies 
a we \ of the Continent 
XP and of England 
have raved to an 
ea cee equal extent over 
the young man, who is now admitted to be the 
legitimate successor of Anton Rubinstein, and 
who now assumes the mantle of fame worn 
through four decades by the great Moldavian 
artist. In these days of juvenile prodigies and 
of phenomenal exhibitions of pianistic power, 
Paderewski has appeared to astonish the 
general public and to charm music-lovers by 
the marvelous dexterity he displays upon the 
keyboard, and he has by the manifestation of 
much rarer qualities—lifting him above the 
heads of all his contemporaries—acquired 
in an unusually short time the highest 
position in the realm of his chosen instrument. 
As faras London is concerned, the more fre- 
quently the opportunity has been afforded of 
hearing Paderewski, the greater admiration his 
performances have excited. 


lgnace Jan Paderewski was born in Poland 
on Nov. 6, 1860, consequently is now in his 
thirty-first year. Commencing to play the 
piano in his third year, he was placed under 
various teachers in Poland, until he was placed 
under the tuition of the late Frederick Kiel 
of Berlin, after which he undertook his 
first tournee which extended throughout 
Russia, Siberia, Servia and Roumania, during 
which he performed nothing but his own com- 
positions. When he was eighteen years of age 
he was appointed professor at the Warsaw 
Conservatory of Music, and in 1884 he was ap- 
pointed to a similar position at the Conserva- 
tory of Strasburg. While here his ambition 
led him to abandon teaching and to embrace 
the more fascinating employment of a pianistic 
virtuoso. He accordingly removed to Vienna 
and placed himself under the tuition of 
his fellow countryman, Theydor Leschetitsky, 
who is renowned both as being a most 
successful trainer of pianists, and also as being 
the husband of the well known Annette 
Essipoff. Under Leschetitsky’s guidance he 
studied for three years and made his debut 


- Our charming friend, Mme. Teresa Carreno, | picture of a lady with parboiled legs and short 
during the last season played at eighty-nine | fancy skirts just about to descend with a 
concerts and forty public rehearsals in Russia, | sickening thud on the back of a gorgeously 
Germany, Austria, Switzerland and Scandin- | mottled horse; and another picture showed a 
avia, and always with the greatest success. conglomerate collection of beasts, most of them 

¢ “rastlin’ and chawin’;” while the small bills 


The latest London gossip is responsible for | told me that on that day Solomon would meet }. 


the rumor that Miss Attalie Claire is engaged to | tne Queen of Sheba and show her through his 
marry a son of the Marquis of Salisbury. This | prem and menagerie, and regale her with his 
young lady is a Torontonian, her father having | jw» private ballet (men usually reserve such 
been known ss Bob Smith among ® | attractions as the latter for their male visitors), 
jolly set of young fellows here some | ang that also for the convenience of those 
twenty-five years ago. Her mother wasa Miss |. .1, particularly desired to see the splendor 
Alexander, and was before that time a valued | o¢ tne King of Israel and were unable 
member of the choir of St. George’s Church | 4, go 80 on Wednesday, the Queen of Sheba 
here, in the days when Mr. Henry Martin was | youig go through the operation again on 
organist and when the choir contained such Thursday ; also a note by T. DeWitt Talmage 
voices as those of Mrs. Gilbert, Miss Sallie Hol- | 4, the animality of Solomon’s character, and 
man, Mis Julia Holman, Mr. Will Nelson, Mr. the grandeur of his appointments, in this 
Charlie Drew. Mr. Will Crane and Mr. Alf. nineteenth century to be reproduced. 
Holman. Miss Ettie Smith, for such is Miss e 
Claire’s home name, studied at Loretto Abbey When I got down town that morning I found 
where her principal teacher was Mr. F. H. | the streets crowded. The great unwashed was 
Torrington. Her principal concert appearance | out in force to see the joint procession of the 
in Toronto was at a concert of school children, | Queen’s and Solomon’s retainers, but the fresh- 
given in 1884 under the direction of Mr, E. W. ness of the morning prevented the atmosphere 
Schuch, She afterwards studied in New York | assuming that fetid stuffiness peculiar to the 
under Mr, Alberto Lawrence and Mme. Furech- | Twelfth of July. But ah! the procession was 
Madi, which led to her engagements with the not as one of the great Barnum’s. It was on 
opera companies of Mme. Patti and Mme. | time! The Queen’s women looked razzled. 
Albani, and later with the Carl Rosa opera / The journey from the wilderness of Africa, or 
company in England. Hamilton, or somewhere, had fatigued them 
and the black-haired queen herself had 
evidently found it necessary to have 
recourse to the rouge-pot that she might 
appear at her best before Solomon. She carried 
a decidedly modern umbrella, not at ail ornate, 
I hear that Mr. J. D. A. Tripp, of the Con- and her niggers had an air of sadness that was 
servatory of Music, is going to Germany for a | painful. These niggers had not been trained 
course of study in his instrument, the piano, | to ‘‘ keep their place,” and the Queen of Sheba 
This is as it should be, for Mr. Tripp has talent | should enforce better discipline among them 
that only wants a wider atmosphere of instruc- | and cut down the sauciness of her subjects 
tion to make its mark. The best wishes of all | even with a scimitar. The animals she brought 
who have been delighted with his clever play- | with her were fat enough, but the wondrous 
ing will accompany him. steam organ, which I suppose she brought 
: along to astonish Solomon, as usual did not 
I regret that I must again chronicle a death | play, TOUCHSTONE. 
in musical circles, this time of a young lady, 
Miss Edith Annie Littlehales of Hamilton. 
She was an excellent Violinist, with great 
promise of future excellence, and of a most : 
charming and pleasing disposition. The sym- | 2°t miss a first night for ducats. Don’t ask 
pathies of a wide circle of musical acquaintance | WhY, for of course you know. At the Grand 


will be with Mr. and Mrs. Littlehales in their | Duchess last week at the Casino, Marian sat 
bereavement. weli forward in her box with her gallant hus- 


® band, ‘°‘Jack Mason, near her, and her warm 

I have received a copy of the first number of | Southern eyes sought the audience wistfully, 
The Dominion Musical Journal, from the | almost questioningly. ‘Am I not here, even if 
press of those indefatigable lovers of music, | the Russell is vocally disporting herself?” the 
Messrs. Timms & Co, This paper is the suc- | optics plainly said. After a season of private- 
cessor of the defunct Canadian Musical | box views, so to speak, Mrs, Mason’s managers 


* 

Genial Donald J, O’Brien of Hamilton spent 
a day in Toronto this week and shed the light 
of his countenance upon a few of his friends 
who are yet in towr. 
























o 
Marian Manola is as lusty a pursuer after 
notoriety asever. She assiduously haunts the 
boxes of the play houses now open and would 


before the critical Viennese public in 1887, and 
was at once proclaimed to be one of the most | Journals go,a few months ago, after having | on Earth—and so she is, 


remarkable pianists of the day, 


He then paid several visits to the principal 
towns throughout Germany, always with 
increasing success, and in the autumn of 
1889 he made his first appearance before 


a Parisian audience, and immediately be 


came the lion of the Paris season. His 
first performance in London was given at St. 
James’ Hall in May, 1890, since which date he 
has appeared at a large number of concerts and 
recitals in London snd the provinces, his 


efforts being uniformly marked by success and 


enthusiasm. Paderewski has composed a large 


number of pieces, many of which have attained 


great popularity. Among these are a concerto 
in A minor for pianos and orchestra, conceived 


in a broad and lofty style and evincing great 
originality of both subject and treatment; a 
suite for orchestra inG; a concerto for violin 
and orchestra in G minor, and some eighty 
vocal pieces in the German, French and Polish 
languages, 

* 

According to a Well known English author- 
ity it seems impossible in purely mechanical 
skill to exceed the limits of his achievements. 
He has his light and delicate moods as well as 
his dreamy and romantic humors, which find 
expression in his performance of the beauti- 
ful works of his fellow-countryman, Frederic 
Chopin. For fire and fineness of execution 
nothing can surpass his playing of this mas- 
ter’s scherzos and fantasies. For breadth of 
style and forcible delivery his performance of 
his own concerto in A minor, together with 
the concertos of Rubinstein and Beethoven, is 
superb, while for sweep of hand, extraordinary 
rapidity of finger and mastery over Liszt's 
rhapsodies and fantasias, he is now practically 
| unrivalled in the world. In addition to all 
this there is to be considered the surpassing 
beauty of those momentary fancies and grace- 
ful touches which can only be imparted by the 
most gifted of artists. Above all, the fine and 
musical impulse which animates Paderewski 
never infringes upon the borderland which di- 
vides enthusiasm from extravagance. For the 
benefit of my lady readers I may add that he is 
a widower, exceedingly natural in his manners 
and kind-hearted and unaffected to the last 
degree, and has won thousands of fluttering 
feminine hearts. Paderewski will play in 
America next season, an epoch which will also 
bring us Friedheim, Pachmann and Gruenfeed. 





To those of my readers who may, during 
these cool dog-days, go down to the sea in the 
neighborhood of New York, I would say, “‘ go 
and hear Auton Seid! at Brighton Beach.” His 
orchestra—that of the Metropolitan Opera 
House—plays a style and class of music that 
would entrance any music-lover in the world, 
and that affords the greatest enjoyment for 
any class of dilettanti, no matter which. Par 
exemple, last week he played ten programmes 
which embraced the following categorie: : 
French composers, Russian composers and 
programmes devoted to Godard, Delibes, Mas 
senet, Wagner, Saint-Saens, Liszt, Bizet 
Chabrier, Lalo, Gillett, besides several sym 
phonic selections. Such catholicity of taste, 
and such expression as he gives to this taste, 
goes far to make America a home for the 
higher class of music in spite of Marguerites 


“and sich,” 


Our former Toronto boy, Whitney Mockridge, 
has made quite a flattering artistic success in 
London, England. 


By the way—what about a string quartette 
in Toronto# Why do not players sink their 
individuality and organize a series of concerts 
like the fine Monday Pops of six years ago? 


Herald, which went where all good music | will play her on the road as the Greatest Show 


been edited by Mr. W. Elliott Haslam, with * 
Mr. Percy W. Mitchell as sub-editor. Strong There is no character in fiction or romantic 
as this editorial combination was, it could not | literature more attractive than the scoundrel 
make the Herald blow its trumpet more than | with the good heart. A nice, well-bred, well- 
a few months, and now the new style and form | dressed, well-fed gentleman who always does 
comes out under the watchful care of Mrs. Eva | and says the right thing, whose heart is in 
Rose York. A good dealof original matterand | exactiy the right place and whose mind is all 
some well chosen selections make the Musical | that the most exacting could desire, is just a 
Journal a welcome addition to my musicai | trifle boring. An out-and-out villain, who lives 
exchanges. but for the destruction of the human species 
and has not one redeeming attribute, is un- 
interesting by reason of his rarity. But a man 
who is a reckless rascal, who breaks the 
commandments to-day and shares his crust 
with a starving dog to-morrow, who, with a 
To-morrow young Gussie Arlidge will sing at dark and deadly record has sudden fine im- 
pulses, can do brilliant, heroic deeds in a splen- 
each service at the Coat of the Redeemer, Uhh idons Rent wer, be ie the. ean Oho wll 
have the whole theater at his feet, from the 
grimiest sot in the yallery to the leader of the 
orchestra, from the most bored first-nighter to 
the languid lady who softly taps with her fan 
in the palm of one delicately gloved hand. 
+ 


o 
I am glad to have another breezy letter from 
Mr. A. S. Vogt this week, and am sure that 
most of my readers will wish that they were of 
the party of these musical pilgrims. 
e 


Isidore de Lara, known in London as aclever 
society pet, who sings ballads at the musicales 
of the haut monde for a honorarium of from 
ten to twenty guineas, and who is best known 
in Toronto as the composer of the song, The 


Garden of Sleep, has composed am opera Edward E, Kidder’s new comedy-drama for 
strongly redolent of the worship of Buddhism, Sol Smith Russell is called Peaceful Valley, 
ousitiod The Light of Asia, based on Sir Ed- and init the genial comedian will create the 
win Arnold's work of the same title. This character of Hosea Howe, a tpyeof countryman 
opera was to have beef produced at Covent new to the stage. Mr. Russell believes that he 
Garden, London, on Wednesday, July 22, but has found in this play a worthy successor to 
at the last moment M. Maurel declined to sing Mr. Kidder’s Poor Relation, which has made 
the chief part, on the ground that he had not money for author and actor alike. The produc- 
had sufficient time to prepare It. Owing to tion will take place in Minneapolis, which is 
this action of this great artist, De Lara’s opera Mr, Russells home, on August 13 and most 
was ignominiously shelved until another sea- elaborate scenery has been prepared from 
= ° pencil sketcegq made by Mr. Joseph Jeflerson, 
A musical excursion will take place on Mon- | who has exoressed himself as charmed with 
day week, when the band of the Queen’s Own | the play. Mr. Kidder is also rewriting Mr, 
Rifles will invade the United States at the Falls. | Joseph Murphy's drama, The Darragh, for 
° next season, besides touching up the Swedish 
Philadelphia has long been looked upon as a | dialect play, Ole Oleson, which has made a pro- 
sort of Sleepy Hollow in a musical sense, but | nounced success inthe West. Carroll Johnson, 
the Quakers seem to have had a ray of daylight | the Irish comedian, will star soon in Mr, 
lately. Mr. Gustav Hinrichs, who gathered | Kidder’s play, The Gossoon, and the busy 
together the wreckage of the National Opera | author has just finished a farce-comedy which 
Company, has been playing there with great | he asserts has ideas in it. 
success for two seasons, and has now arranged = 
to found a musical college and symphony Have you ever thought of the nose as a feat- 
orchestra in conjunction with that excellent | ure in histrionics? It is a prominent and 
pianist, Constantin Sternberg, Philadelphia | essential feature of a comedian’s outfit. John 
being the chosen scene of their operations. T. Raymond, Sidnew Drew, Francis Wilson, 
° Edwin Stevens and Sol Smith Russell owe con- 
Another new music school is that of Xaver | siderable of their fan-manufacturing powers to 
Schavwenka, this great composer and teacher | the nasal organ that graces their lean and hun- 
having been attracted to America by the hand- | gry physiognomy. Quin, the old actor, had a 
some fees that appertain to such enterprises on | nose damaged ina street brawl. A lady com- 
this side of the Atlantic. Merronome, | plimented him one day. “I admire your act- 
ing,” said she, “ but I can’t get over your nose,” 
** No wonder, madam,” promptly answered the 
The Drama. player, “ the bridge is broken.” 
Se 
LAST Wednesday Looked Suspicious. 
morning 5. angen Squire—Morning, Uncle Rufus. See you've 
to be out in the coun- got new neighbors moving in over there. What 
try and so got up| are they like? 
early, The wagons Uncle Rufus—Cain't always judge by de 


appea’nce, Squia, but dey hes two monst’ous 
ele - Soe big featheh foh niggahs w’at don't keep fowls, 


loaded with little No Wardrobe Needed. 
boys and their fath-| jfusband—Let’s go to the circus this after- 
| ers, with here and | noon? 

‘ there a be-muslined Wife—I've nothing to wear. 


Husband—All right. Let's go to the beach 
girl, The little boys and ro in «ulate York Press. 


all had an indescribably clean and polished 

look—a spickness and spanness and ready- Her Judgment, 

madeness. The fathers had a ready-madeness | «‘ Well,” said father-in-law, after mother-in- 
about their appearance too, without the spick- | law had returned from a visit to the young 


nese and spanness, in fact, as regards their | comple; "What sortafe tallow ie Jobat” 


clothes, there was too much of them. I won-| mother-in-law. “He reminds me very much 
dered what was the cause of all the festivity. | of you.” 
It wasn’t the Twelfth of July, and [ knew Their Pedi 

there would be no fall fairs for weeks yet, and dly)—M 4 

I was altogether puzzled. But I started out aR ed abiny = — y)-My grandfath«r 
for the city and did not go far before I was en- Newby—Indeed! Well, to be equally can- 
lightened. There in the hotel shed was a! did, mine was a Jersey City butcher.— Puck, 





















































































































The Noms de Plume, 


For Saturday Night. 
In a castle, on a hillside, 
Decked with lovely flowers in bloom, 
Dwelt a mother and her daughters 
All of whom were noms de plume. 


Alpha, Beta, were the first born, 
Fifty others I should eay, 

Of all ages, matrons, misses, 
Down to baby Omega. 


But a strange thing happened one dsy - 
Sigma, breathless, came and said : 
“ Eheu! Eheu! proh dolores ! 
Sister A. B. O. is dead.” 


Faces blanched with mortal terror ; 
Alpha said: “I’m sore bereft. 

This beheads me—it curtails me. 
Lph alone is left.” 


Beta also suffered sadly, 
And had cause for deep regret ;* 
For, without her B. and A., the 
Henceforth could be only Et. 


Com looked grave, as well she might ¢o, 
For she wae an ancient noi, 

But, without the C., hereafter 
She must be a serseless om. 


Anon thought her lot a hard one, 
For, when A. is dead and gone, 
What is left of her? Just nothing, 

Since she now is simply non. 


Tyro smiled with satisfaction, 
She was young and cute, you know, 
Ard her name could yet be written. 
As of yore—T-Y-R-O. 


X. Y. Z. was also placid ; 
She'd rot be distu: bed—rot the, 
** For,” said she, ‘‘ there stillare plenty 
Lives yet left ’twixt her and me.” 


Sadly buried they their sister, 
And, on coming home, ’tis saic, 

Madame Alphabet their mother, 
Found they on her dying bed. 


Tyro weakened. All the sisters 
Felt their life blood ebb away. 
This explains the lack of courage 

Found among them to this day. 


For they live, as though immortal, 
But where dwell they none may know, 
And, when they appear in public 
Closely veiled they always go. 
Savern Brives. J. Smiuny, M.A. 


At the Hop. 


For Saturday Night. 
Round the gces with red lips emilir ¢, 
Many, many hearte beguiling 
By her grace ; 
Bright eyes gleaming, 
Sweet emiles beaming 
O'er her face. 


Reurd she trips with fairy lightnese, 
Winning, dazzling, by her brightnees 
Charming all ; 
Rose cheeks glowing, 
Scft curls flowing 
Round her fall. 


As upon my arm ehe’s leaning, 
All my heart from me she’s stealirg 
By her spell ; 
Soft hands clinging, 
Sweet voice ringing 
Like a bell. 


But alas my joy's decreasing, 
For the music’s strains are ceasing, 
The dance is o’er ; 
Now my fairy, 
Light and airy, 
With another 
Trips the floor. 
Toronto. Is 


Baby Ruby. 


Por Saturday Night. 
Dear flower of Love, thy bloom is faded now, 
Smiles ne’er will win thy soft embrace again ; 
No more will lisp'd words our hearts rejoice, 
Or bring to this sad house a glowing cheer. 
Hushed is thy prattling tongue, sweet angel-babe, 
Far, far away they harken to thy song, 
Out from the shadows of the mournful tomb 
A whisper thought is boine cf love and rest. 
Sweetly the Sabbath bells are ringing now, 
The world goes on, and others smile in joy ; 
We hide our grief, yet still we grieve anew 


When to our ears is borne the cradle song. 
Bert KPivy.. 


Re-Yoyage. 





What of the days when we two dreamed together ? 
Days marvelously fair, 
As lightsome as a skyward. floating feather 
Sailing on summer air— 
Summer, summer, that came drifting through 
Fate’s hand to me and you. 


What cf the days, my dear!) I sometimes wonder 
If you too wish this sky 

Could be the blue we sailed so softly under 
In that sun-kissed July ; 

Sailed in the warm and yellow afternoon, 

With hearts in touch and tune. 


Have you no longing to relive the dreaming 
Adrift in my canoe? 

To watch my paddle blade all wet and gleaming 
Cleaving the waters through ? 

To he wind-blown and wave-caressed until 

Your restless pulse grows still ? 


Do you not long to listen to the purling 
Of foam athwart the keel? © 

To hear the nearing rapide softly swirling 
Among their stones, to feel . 

The boat’s unsteady tremor as it braves 

The wild and snarling waves ? 


What need cf question, what of your replying ? 
Oh ! well I knuw that you 

Would toss the world away to be but lying 
Again in my canoe, 

In listless indolence entranced and lost, 

Wave-rocked and passion-tossed. 


Ab me! my paddle failed me in the steering 
Across love’s shoreless seas ; 
All reckless, I had ne'er a thought of fearing 
Such dreary days ae these, 
When through the self-same rapids we dash by, 
My lone canoe and I. 
E. Paving Jounson in N. ¥. Independent. 


A Thunder Cloud. 


Heavy and black along the western hills 

The low clouds hang, their ragged upper edge 

Touching the sun, that sends a golden wedge 
Down through the dark ; a thunder echo fills 
The heated air; the birds sing in soft trille ; 

A wind wave shakes the river's reedy sedge 

And stire the bushes on the beetling ledge ; 
Then moaning storm-sobe every movement etills, 
The clouds roll o'er the sun ; the sturdy trees 

Bend to the fury of the surging bliste, 

A Gerce red flush shines on the sombre plain ; 
Then down the slopes, like high, foam. crested seas 

That on some rocky coast beat hard and fast, 

Comes the wild tumult of the rashing rain. 

Twos. 8. Cotuee 
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Shadows!” said the beam. “Oh! Father 
of Light, the darkest shadow—blindness is on 
this man’s soul, Honor rejected for dishonor, 


purity for impurity, life for death.” 


esting features have never been repruduced so 
effectively. The poet is represented at twenty- 
seven years of age, the period of Mogiel farm- 
A miniature replica in bronze will be 


Miss Vancouver, so I wouldn’t waste tears or 
temper on him. 

C. (aside)—My time for revenge will come 
presently but I must let my anger abate first. 
O, well, Garth, 1 am sorry I seemed 
vexed over such a trifle and no doubt you 
Please try to forget anything 
rude I may have said (reswmes fancy work), 

G. (aside)—How quickly she cooled down! 
I am afraid that lurking 





Noted People. 


A marble tablet bearing an inscription now 
marks the house in Nice where Paganini died, 

Dr. Sarah Stockton of Indianapolis has been 
appointed physician at the Indiana State Re- 
formatory for Girls and Prison for Women. 

Mrs. Margaret Custer Calhoum, only sister 
of the late General Custer, has been appointed 
librarian in the State Library at Lansing, 


On the Veranda. 





For Saturday Night. 


Scene—A Toronto veranda, Garth Gibberish, 
a young barrister in hammock soliloquizing : 
GaRTH—I must find out to-day, by hook or 
by crook, whether Caddy really cares for me or 
I have determined not to run the risk of 
a retusal, too mortifying, besides I don’t believe 
she can conceal her feelings much longer unless 
she cares for that Jaydaw ! 
lately ; I must tease and make her vexed over 
She has a pretty vivacious temper, and 
anger generally betrays the truth. I believe I 
I will put my hat over 
my face and perhaps if she thinks I am asleep 
she may say something to give me a clue, 
Enter Miss Caddy Crowfoot from hall carry- 
ing book and fancy work. She suspects the 
hat ruse and makes a point of saying aloud: 
Who would have thought that great idle 
creature would be here instead of at work? 
I have no patience with young men nowadays, 
for eating, sleeping, flirting and yawning make 


Again into the room of shadows steals the 
beam, bringing for the second time God’s 
answer to the bruised heart, 
stood, accepted ? 

The maiden kneels but with her face hidden 
from the stars, and the beam flits, ah! so 
tenderly, over the bowed head. At last—the 
struggle is a hard one—the eyes are raised and 
the beam creeps slowly into sight. 
and from the beautiful lips fade the bitter lines 
—one by one the tears gather in the dry-staring 
eyes and straight up the moonbeam’s ladder of 
light does the rent heart reach God. 

“Father of Light,” whispers 
“Thou art all wise, Thou hast shown her the 
Not the material holding as 
when her little hand first grasped my trem- 
bling light; not the holding of this love for 
which she has striven, but the uplifting of her 
ANNIE McMULLEN. 


meant it kindly. 
Will it be under- 


It looks suspicious. 
smile means mischief. (Aloud ) 


I've suspected that | pretty thing you are making, Caddy? C—A 


The costumes Marie Wainwright will wear 
in her character of Amy Robsart this winter 
are designed from the descriptions given by Sir 
Walter Scott in Kenilworth. 

The house owned by Moliere’s widow, Arman- 
de Bejart, the actress, is -still standing in 
Meudon, near Paris, and has just been classed 
among the historic monuments of France. 

In London the number of women on school 
boards increases, and this year twelve women 
have been elected in eleven different districts, 
In three of these the women elected are them- 
selves school mistresses. 


G.—For whom? C.—Never mind. She sees— 
G.—Won't you tell me? (C.—Not yet. 
hear her coming. G.—When will you tell me? C.—When it is 

G.—Finished and forwarded,eh? May the 
recipient be happy! C.—I fully expect him to 
G. (after a pause)--Is Jaydaw coming to- truth of light! 
night? C.—Yes, I think he is. 

G.—After our drive? C.—I suppose so. 

G.—Anything special on hand? C.—May be, 


may be not. He himself is always special, you spirit to Thee.” 









































beam, 





up the sum total of their lives! 











Harriett Hosmetr’s model for the statue of 
Queen Isabella is nearly finished and she will 
probably bring it to this country before winter, 
The statue, when completed, is to stand in the 
Women’s Pavilion at the World’s Fair. 

Miss Ellen Cloak, a full-bred Indian of the 
Blackfoot tribe, has been appointed by Secre- 
tary Noble special allotting agent, and has 
commenced work in allotting lands to the 
Tonkawas, on the Nez Perces reservation. 


Mrs. Georgiana Whetsel, a colored woman of 
St. John, New Brunswick, controls the ice 
trade of that city, employing fifty or sixty men 
and ten horses, She serves her customers so 
well that she has gained universal respect, 


Miss Harriet B. Conant, a former principal 
of the Union School at St. Johnsbury, Vermont, 
has graduated with high honors from the medi- 
cal department of the University of Minnesota, 
and has been appointed assistant physician in 
the Insane Asylum at Yankton, South Dakota. 


Heinrich Schnilinsky, a wealthy and dis- 
tinguished citizen of Hamburg, recently de- 
ceased, has bequeathed several millions of 
marks in his will to found a Hamburg Asylum 
for unmarried women teachers who have out- 
lived their ability to earn their living at that 


wonder if it is possible that Garth really cares G.—So it seems. 
for me, and is loitering around waiting fora 
I must try to find out 


He has a dread- 


(Aside.) Icould grind my 
teeth; I am no nearer solving the problem than 
whenI started. C.—By the way Garth, before 
I forget it, I mustread you a little clipping 
from one of the newspapers about your two 


Books and Magazines, 





chance to tell me so! 
without committing myself. 
ful temper, and perhaps if I make him vexed I 
can find out his real feelings ! 

GARTH (pretending to wake and removing 
his hat)—Why, Caddy, you here? I am de- 
lighted to see you, but who would have thought 
that you were there, standing over me like a 
No wonder my dreams were 
Did you come to read aloud to 


The latest production of Capt. Andrew Hag- 
gard, author of Dodo and I, isa semi-military 
novel entitled Ada Trescott. 
addition to the Homes Series, William Bryce, 


It is a welcome 








G.—Was it complimentary? -C.—I leave you The Late Miss Jessie Fothergill. 


The above is a portrait of the deceased 
authoress, whose novel, The First Violin, made 
her name a household word. She wrote many 
stories, short and long, but none to equal this. 
A short story, Dr. Dobbs’ Amputation Knives, 
and almost the latest of her published writ- 
ings, was written for and printed in SATURDAY 
NIGHT some weeks ago. 

—_——_+e______— 


Amelie Rives begins another novel of the 
erotic school in the August Cosmopolitan. It 
is entitled According to St. John. 
articles are The Woman's Press Club of New 
Newspaper Illustration. 
Murat Halstead writes on Bismarck, and 
General Adam Badeau on Gambling in High 
There is an article on Placer Mining, 
with instantaneous photographs, and one on 
the Court Jesters of England by Miss Esther 
Singleton who is making a reputation as a 
graceful writer, besides the usual departments 
by Edward Everett Hale, Brander Matthews, 


G.—I've been wondering why they were 
so long in putting in a puff or a personal 
will explain it, 


Interesting 


guardian angel ! I suppose this York and one on 
clipping and reads ) 
friend Mr, Garth Gibberish could but read 
himself as others read him, he would refrain 
from literature until his faculties had matured, 
His Ode to Remembrance and The Cricket’s 
Evensong were as unintelligible as they were 
uninteresting. If some kind friend could but 
suggest to him to turn his talents to——” 

You needn't read any more. 


Cappy—No, indeed ; I thought you were at 
your office. I came to have a rest in the ha.u- 
mock but, as usual, foundit occupied. Pray do 
not think of getting up; the effort might ex- 
haust you, besides I haven't the heart to deprive 
a hard-worked lawyer of his well earned rest ! 

G.—Thank you. I suppose you think that as 
we are first cousins you may take the liberty of 
saying unpleasant and sarcastic things. 

C.- Oh, no; Iseldom think about it. I gener- 
ally say what I like to you without stopping 
to consider whether it will be acceptable or 








The Atlantic Monthly for August has! two 
notable features besides the serial stories by 
Mrs, Catherwood and Mr. Stockton. 
James contributes an admirable short story 
entitled The Marriages, which will delight his 
army of admirers; and Mr. John C. 
who is peculiarly strong in writing on military 
subjects, has an excellent paper on General 
Sherman, awarding him great but not undis- 
Edith M. Thomas writes 
exquisite Notes from the Wild Garden, sprink- 
ling some beautiful little poems on special 
flowers among prose descriptions and reflec- 
Olive Thorne 
rummers treats in her 
usual fresh style the yellow-bellied woodpecker 
(sometimes called the sap-sucker) and the red- 
Miss Harriet Waters 
Preston and Miss Louise Vodge, who, over 
their initials, have before this printed many 
delightful papers in the Atlantic, now, under 
the title of A Disputed Correspondence, discuss 
wisely and delightfully the letters which are 
said to have passed between Seneca and the 
Apostle Paul; Wendell P. Garrison has a 
political article of real value on the Reform of 
the United States Senate; Agnes Repplier 
contributes a bright paper on The Oppression 
of Notes, which will touch a responsive chord 
in readers who have struggled with foot-notes 
far too copious and obtrusive; and W. D 
Crackan describes effectively Six Centuries of 
Self Government in Switzerland. 
excellent reviews of the Life of Browning and 
the Memoir of John Murray, with 
notes on new books, and the Contributors’ 


SOFT night breeze that 
waved the dainty silken 
drapes to and fro and filled 
the little parlor with the 
sweet smell of lilac and 
chesnut buds, the graceful 
shadows thrown by the 
tree shading the window; 
these and the quiet little figure seated on the 
side where the shadows were thickest, com- 
pleted a picture suggestive of dreamy retrospec- 
tion. Intothis dream—the window was open 
and inviting—stole a truant moonbeam. Paus- 
ing, he whispered ‘“‘I am welcome here; this 
sweet-shadowed abode, this tender beautiful 
maiden bids me enter. 
cause she loves the beautiful.” Dancing merrily 
across the floor, playing with the shadows, 
then creeping stealthily he throws his rays on 
Beautiful, indeed ! 
The long dark lashes 
rested on her cheek and dark masses of hair 
swept back from a high broad forehead ; abso- 
lute trust in him of whom she dreamed was 
there expressed and in the quiet fold of the 
As her eyes dreamily opened at 
the moonbeam’s intrusion, one saw the instan- 
taneous intentness of purpose that as she 
turned from past to future argued well for him 
‘*Ah! she loves him,” murmured 
the beam, ‘‘ she dreams, as all maidens do, but 
I see through those eyes to her pure white soul 
—and she loves him,” his voice is solemn and 
wondering, ‘‘ better—better than herself. Lit- 
tle maiden I love you; I will serve you. He 
whom you love must be noble and worthy, and 
through him will I serve you.” 

Rising, the girl slowly moves to the window, 
and dropping on her knees, raises her exquisite 
She does not speak the 
prayer that rings in her heart, but God hears. 
The beam moves slowly over her arm and she 
looks lovingly at it as a happy omen. 
hand falls idly on the trembling ray of light as 
if to hold it, and then she smiles at her childish 
As the noiseless moonbeam slips 
away does she read God’s message ? 


G.—Thank you. 
You might have spared me! 
might have known the jealousy of the man 
who wrote that would keep him from doing 
You didn't think the poems were 
C.—No, not very, 
Still, Garth, I have some- 
times thought that if you would drop poetry 
and write plays, just some light, taking come- 
dies you know, you might succeed better. You 
see every one enjoysa good comedy or farce, 
while few take time and trouble to translate 
or unravel half the poems we see. 

(Garth tries to get 


Henry 





so bad, did you Caddy? 
that is not exactly. 1 

G, (Aside)—I wonder if I dare tease her a - Se eee 
little about Jaydaw. It is like sunrise on Loch 
Katrine to see the color dawn in that girl's 
(Aloud) O, while I think of it Caddy, 
did you succeed in getting Jaydaw to ask you 
I felt sorry for the poor fei- 
low when I saw you preparing to corner him 
and heard you give the hint that the country 
must be looking lovely just now. 

C.—I understand your feeling of commisera- 
tion for him, but your mind may be at rest. 
kindly refused his invitation because I had 
another engage ment, 
jealous and is trying to find out my feelings 
towards Mr. Jaydaw. 


G. (aside).—Another engagement! 
possible I am on the wrongtrack? Booboy and 
Chippins are her only other admirers, but she 
couldn’t waste two thoughts on them. Per- 
haps she is encouraging Jaydaw just to mislead 
me? (Aloud)—But seriously, Caddy, I hope 
you are not flirting with Jaydaw. 
and cruel thing to lead a man on and encourage 
him in every way as you have done poor Jay- 
daw for over a year, just to please your vanity 
by mortifying him into a proposal and perhaps 
a refusal in the end ! 

C.—Dear, dear, what strong language we use! 
How our feelings are roused over the sufferings 
and wrongs of another ! 
heroic to hear you plead for a man you hate as 
you do Mr. Jaydaw. 

GartTH (indignantly)—Hate him! 
I haven’t respect enough for him to 
hate him. Hatred, pure and proper, is only 
used by great souls on great objects, but as in 
this case there i3 no great object, the surface 
of my deeper self is still unruffled. I despise 
and pity him for being the slave of a capricious 
girl—that is all. 

C. (archiy)—Ah, then you do give him credit 
for being willingly led and encouraged by me, 
(Aside.) How handsome Garth looks 
I musn’t forget to 


tions hardly 


Mr. Chauncey M. Depew left this country for Miller in'Twe Lice 


his annual summer holiday last week under 
his physician's instructions not to make 
speeches when he reached ‘the other side, 
made the best of his time before reaching there 
by delivering five speeches on board of the 


to go for a drive? 
up, but the hammock headed woodpecker ; 
breaks down and he lies prone, pretending to ie % Saeed be. 
C.—O Garth, are you hurt or only pretending? 
Why, don’t you see that I 
(makes another effort, then 
It’s no use, Caddy, I can’t get up yet. 
I’ve broken either my back or my collar bone, 
it’s hard to tell which. 

C.—I believe you are hurt. 
sprained your ankle. 

G.—Yes, if you would be kind enough to put 
your arm under my neck, perhaps that would 
There (as Caddy complies) 


Feminine education is making rapid strides 
Higher examinations were not for- 
merly open to women, but the new university 
for women, which was started a year or two ago, 
is becoming a very beneficial institution, mak- 
ing it possible fora woman to teachin higher 
girls’ classes. 


Miss Curzon, a graduate of Toronto Univer- 
sity, has been acting as assistant public analyst 
since her graduation in 1889. She is also taking 
the lectures at the Toronto Women's Medical 
College, as far as her professional duties will 
allow, and intends to enter the medical profes- 
sion in due time. 

When the ex-Empress Eugenie was in Paris 
a few weeks ago she gave a very handsome 
contribution to the fund for the benefit of the 
poor of the city ; and now the Prefect has sent 
a most courteous acknowledgment of the gift, 
couched in official language, but necessarily 
addressed to ‘* Madame la Comtesse de Pierre- 


G.—Pretending ! 


can’t get up the quiet form. 


had reasoned aright. 


Perhaps you 
Can I help you? 
There are 


help me a little. 
—thank you, I feel easier. 

C. (nervously)—But, Garth, do get up ; some- 
body might pass and see. 

G.—Well, let them see! 
his back and lie quiet a few minutes, without 
being worried over trifles ? 

C.—But, really, Garth, I can’t stay unless 
you let me take my arm away. 
Mr. Jaydaw should happen to come? 

G.—Confound him, let him come! 
I don't believe you are 





Scribner's Magazine for August is a * Fic- 
tion Number,” and contains five complete 
short stories by Thomas Nelson Page, 
Sullivan, A. A. Hayes, Annie Eliot and John 
J. a’Becket. Four of the stories are illustrated, 
each by an artist chosen for his skill in deline- 
ating the special characters and 
which are the features of the tale. 
Lynch, the famous French illustrator, W. L. 

etcalf, Charles Broughton, and W. L. Taylor, 
are the artists whose work adorns there stories, 
producing a variety and delicacy of illustra- 
tion seldom seen in a single issue of a mag- 
This number also contains a long 
ning instalment of the new serial, The 
ecker, by Robert Louis Stevenson and 
The action of the story takes 
artin San Francisco, and 
slands, among which the 
authors have been cruising for several years. 
In addition to the abundant and entertaining 
fiction this number contains another article in 
the Great Street series—Piccadilly, by Andrew 
with many characteristic illustrations 
Douglas Almond, a very capable Eng- 
There is also a final article by Pro- 
fessor John H. Wigmore, on Parliamentary 
Days in Japan, with a view of the parliament 
buildings recently burned, and a modern 
nese political caricature. Poems by Archi- 
Lampman, Mrs. James T. Fields, Louise 
Chandler Moulton and Archibald Gordon with 
the Poiat of View, complete a charming mia- 
summer Fiction Number, 


Can’t a man break 


incidents 


Just suppose “Albert 


It is beautiful and 
C.—But, I do. 
burt after all. 

G. (changing his tone)—Wait one minute 
and tell me if you really care for Jaydaw, 
Caddy? C.—No, I do not. 

G.—Really ? C.—Really. 

G.—Then, do you care for anybody else? C. 
(blushes and nods). 

G.—O, Caddy! and you deceived me all this 
time? You must have known I was in love 
And all the while this wretch, who- 
ever he is, has been writing to you, and having 
clandestine meetings with you, all under my 
very nose and eyes. The miserable sneak! The 
How I wish he were 
here that I might tell him what I think of him! 
C.—He is here. 

G.—Why, is any one coming (springing up)t 
No! What do you mean? Whois he, Caddy? 
Retta LONGSTREET, 


face toward the stars. 


The dedication of monuments to General 
Stonewall Jackson and other Southern soldiers 
brings to mind the fact that many of the 
general officers of the Confederate army have 
Of 498, the original number, 
only 184 are now alive, and Beauregard is the 
only surviving general who attained full 


Lloyd Osbourne. 
place for the most 
in the South Sea 
passed away. 


**T see shadows in this great bustling city,” 
murmurs the beam, ‘* some small, more large; 
shadows of want and ignorance in the poor, of 
discontent and arrogance in the rich ; but the 
shadows I seek, those the little maiden loves, 
Through all this great city, 
guided by the love of all things beautiful and 
pure that I saw in the maiden’s soul, in those 
paths I have sought him she loves but find him 


A bequestof 100,000 francs has been left tothe 
Academy of Science in Paris by a French nun, 
who coupled with the legacy the condition that 
it should be given asa prize to any one who 
would discover a means of communicating with 
any other world, planet or star. She suggested 
the planet Mars as the best one with which to 


when he is indignant. 
tease him about his rejected poems, 
But come, Garth, ‘we needn't quarrel. 
pose you ask me to go fora drive this afternoon 
and that will make poor Mr. Jaydaw as uncom- 
fortable as you are now. 

Gartu (highly gratified).—Will 
Caddy? I shall be so happy to take you. When 
shall we start? 

C.—O, thank you, Garth, about four o’clock. 
Now I can answer that horrid note I got from 
that tiresome Mr. Chippins and tell him that I 
am engaged for the afternoon. 

G. (aside)—So that was what she was driving 
I am only a cat’s paw, it seems! 
She shall not have the best 
(Aloud,) O, Caddy, I forgot to tell 
you what I overheard Jack Tippletop say of 
you after the Peanute’s party. Would you like 


contemptible coward ! 
I find them not. 





The Prince of Naples, who is soon to visit 
England, will not give up his whole visit to 
pleasuring, but hopes to gain many practical 
hints by inspecting important industries in 
He is also an enthusiastic 
numismatist, and will probably spend consid- 
erable time in the British and South Kensing- 
ton museums, 


Lady Burton, Sir Richard Burton’s widow, 
has just sacrificed a manuscript of her hus- 
band’s for which she had been offered 6000 
guineas, It was his last work and was called 
the ‘* Scented Garden.” 
cation with English publishers relative to 
bringing out the book just before his sudden 
death. After mature reflection, Lady Burton 
reached the conclusion that the work would do 
a great deal of harm and little or no good. She 
accordingly burned the manuscript. 


In a letter from Prince George of Greece to 
his father, George I. of Greece, the young man 
tells of his adventure in Japan, and refers to 
the Czarowitz as “ Nicky,” and to the Czarina 
He says that after his res- 
cue of the Czarowitz the Russian officers 
‘** played ball” with him, which he explains is 


their method of showi 
Crown Prince of Russia was in this country 
shooting buffalo, he embraced General Phil 
S .eridan, who had brou 
xcounds, and carried h 
arms, so great was his delight over killing such 


The August Lippincott’s is chiefly interest- 
ing because of an account of Walt Whitman's 
birthday, by Horace L. Traubel. It is an account, 
taken from stenographic notes, of a dinner 
which was tendered tothe poet by friends in 
honor of his seventy-second birthday. Whit- 
man presided at the feast, and kept u 
ning conversation, in which he sai 
interesting things. The poet’s talk has been 
reserved almost in its entirety. The texts of 
tters of greeting and congratulation are 
embodied in the articie—from Alfred Tennyson, 
John Addington Symonds, Moncure Conway, 
Roden Noel, Charles Dana and others. 
Whitman himself contributes a brief article 
upon his last book, Good-bye, my Fancy. He 
tersely sets forth the theory of his Leaves of 
Grass, of which he calls his last book the Con- 
Speaking of his Annex, he 
:* The beok is garrulous, irascible (like 
wear), and has serious breaks and even 
tricks to avoid monotony. 
ciphered and ciphered out long, and is prob- 
ably in some resvects the most curious part of 
its author's be ffling works.” 
plete novel and other interesting articles, 


C.—He is you! 

; Presently into a lovely garden on the out- 
skirts of the great city shines the bes m. 
beautiful strains of music float on the air, end- 
less clusters of flowers and beautiful spreading 
it a welcome nook of 


the kingdom. 
a run- 
What a relief ! many 


lighted house filled with gaily dressed 
people suggests the thought of some festivity. 
Under the trees stroll the spparent)y gay par- 
Peering at them as they pass, the 
beam murmurs: ‘“ Shadows even here!” 

Down one of the many inviting walks strolls 
a tall, broad-shouldered man, his head slightly 
bent as if in thought. 

* Ah!” said the moonbeam with a tremble, 


will get even yet. 


He was in communi- 
I should value a com- cluding ‘Annex. 
pliment from him, as I thought him the best 
looking and most intelligent of all my partners 
that night. Did he say he liked my dancing? 

G.—Remember he wasn’t speaking to me, or 
knowing you were my cousin he might have 
He simply said that he 
thought Miss Caddy Crowfoot was an ungrace- 
ful dancer, and a most persistent talker, and 
that he had never been so bored in his life! 

C. (indignant )—I don’t believe it! 
just saying that to mortify me. What right 
have you to eavesdrop any way ? 

G.—If his lordship had said something nice 
about our looks or cur dancing, I think we 
would have overlooked the eavesdropping part, 
eh Caddy? (Aside.) It was rather a mean 
thing to repeat, but she does look so much 
prettier with that color. 

C.—You are a_ horrid, 


C.—Indeed I would! 


It will have to be 


The man pauses at the tree through the 
branches of which the beam is shining, and 
looks dreamily at the studded sky. 
some, somewhat noble face,” the beam thinks. 
“Is he dreaming of the little maiden he loves ?” 
And straightway into the hidden heart stole 
the tiny beam. But—— What the moonbeam 
saw no one ever heard. 

Drawing his gaze from heaven, his eyes fall 
on a letter he has taken from his breast. 
reads it with the aid of the beam, who, peering 
over his shoulder, sighs and trembles as one 
who has passed through a storm. 
he thought it. The little maiden writes, not 
ef the sea of love that swelled her heart—God 
and the moonbeam alone knew of that—but a 
timidly tender letter that would need an 
equally loving heart to understand the half- 
But the missive is never 
read aright—it falls in little pieces at the 
moonbeam’'s feet. 

Down the walk comes the rustling sound of 
& woman's drees. With quick-drawn breath 
and flushed face, from his brow fading that 
trace of strength and nobility, he turns to the 
path to meet her and—but the moonbeam tells 


There is a com- 


altered his adjectives. 





Messrs. Funk & Wagnall's of New York have 
in preparation a new standard dictionary of 
the English language, and it promises to be 
the compietest book of its kind ever published 
Over one hundred editors are 
at work on it and they include all the leading 
English speaking savants of the day. 
Dictionary will embody manv new principles 
in lexicography, and will contain nearly 2 200 
pages, quarto, with over 4,000 illustrations 
made especially for the work. 200,000 words 
will be explained, 70,000 more words than in 
any other single volume dictionary. The rates 
Seven dollars from an 


as “ Aunt Minn.” 
in one volume. 


their joy. When the 


ht him to the hunting- 
m fifty yards in his 


dingiy easy. 
The Queen has appointed Miss Mary Floren- advesee salutes Frill purchase the work. 
tia Hughes to be one of her Maids of Honor in 
ordinary, in the room of the Hon. Marie 
We should very much like 
to know whether the lady with the flowery 
name will endorse the opinicn of another Maid 
of Honor about her Queen, She (the Queen) 
was a sensible, most decorous woman ; a ver 
grand lady on Sta 


ill-natured news- 
I have noticed ever since I came 
that no soonerdol take a fancy to any one 
than you with your talebearing, eavesdropping, 
surmises and so forth, try to break up any 
pleasant little friendship I may form. 
G.—Now, now, Caddy, that’s unfair. 
you understand that it’s for your good that I 
shatter some of your empty idols? There is no 
knowing where your romantic imagination 
would not lead you if I were not to put on the 
brakes, Any way, Tippletop is engaged to 





Youthful Memories. 


Billy—Say, do you remember last year when 
we oaeen the'green apples offen Farmer Hay’s 


Jimmy—Betcher lite | 
new you tore your pants when the dog chased 


us 
seen 50 ! An’ you member how sick they 


Jimmy—Don’t I! 
} Didn't we have a bully timo |! 


Adeane, married, 
expressed devotion. 





An’ do you ’member 


A Statue of Robert Burns. 


8, simple enoug 


life; well read as times went, and The above is a cut of the statue of Burns 


recently unveiled at his native town of Ayr. 
It is a bronze, half life-size and stands on a 
Burns is represented as he 
is in Naysmith's portrait of him and his inter- 


n her notions of 


ite angry if her people 
n her service. 


granite pedestal. 
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Strange Face in the Glass. 
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Maurice with vivacity. 


leaned back with hands clasped behind h 
head, looking up at him with a faint smile. 


rasping its 


pale and his lips trembled. 





ALETHEA PHILLIPS, 


The ‘rooms in which the elder Mr. Villars 
lived were shabby and unpretentious enough, 
but he had occupied them for years and grown 
accustomed to the old furniture and worn car- 
pets ; besides, the outlook pleased him, for it 
was as dull, front and back, as the most in- 
veterate recluse could desire, and as he styled 
himself a her mit nothing could be better suited 
to the idiosyncrasy of this man, who above all 
desired seclusion. That there were other in- 
mates under the same roof he was well aware, 
but then there was the comfortable security of 
knowing that one may live for yearsin Lon- 
don without encouneees a fellow lodger. 
This had been true eno in his case up to 
the present, and he would have expressed a 
wish it might continue so had he been ques- 
tioned on the subject, for there was only one 
human being he took any pleasure or interest 
in seeing, and that was his half-brother, 
younger than himself by twenty years, to 
whom he had filled the office of guardian on 
their father’s death, which had left the poor 
little lad an orphan, albeit heir to a not incon- 
siderable income from his mother. 

The relatives of that lady had come forward, 
muck to Villars’ relief, and offered to charge 
themselves with the —— of the boy, at 
the same time oereene = e should = 

ther regularly, at least once a week, ! v 
cae oan also free to have access to him when- , that he is in the lunatic asylum. 
ever he chose. The latter privilege had not 


house.” 


He had risen from his wooden seat and throw 
himself into the arm chair, preparing to light 


panion. 


othe.” 

“It may be that we should, especially if 
were twenty years younger. Come now, yo 
begin to harbor suspicions that Iam a man i 


disguise, eh?” 


time that I have a brother somewhere, and 


e by degrees to look forward tothe | then so gloomy a silence ensued between th 
visite of the Soa jacketed, eager-faced lad as | brothers that the younger was glad enough t 
his one bright gleam in existence, for he had tind an excuse for soon taking his leave. 

no other belongings, and something in his past 


outside world. It was pathetic enough at 
times to behold such a wealth of pent-up affec 


object, who wovld look at him with eyes of 


restlessly anxious concerning any point | these years.” E . 
ata wallet still there was no doubt this Nor I either,” responded his elder. ‘ 


; turned in a rough and read hope your presence in the theater won't have a 
aibotes wes so - , disastrous effect and spoil the piece,” he called 


schoolboy fashion, while the passing years 

tightened instead of loosened the bond be- 
them. g 4 n 

Sheew, Pax, old fellow, I wish you weren’t disappeared rapidly downstairs. 

so awfully peculiar,” exclaimed this young | As his footsteps died away in the silen 

gentleman one evening, as, lounging in the | street Paxton rose, went to the window, and 


only arm cbair th 


after him. 


pile of papers spread before him on the table. 
= d pray why do yo 1 
on ae a iene of bitterness in his tone. | broad figure, seen against the lighted back 
“Oh for lots of reasons. We might lead | ground from the street below, had the appear 
such a jolly life together, you and I, if you | 
would only give up living in this beastly hole | 


other people.” 

aside, and pivoting himself round on the 
wooden ch 
his brot! er. 

with me than there is any prospect of it doing 


fi adly on the brilliant young fellow now A Z 
Sen + Prope and twenty, whose assured | back to the table littered with his work. 
position as heir to a considerable fortune, to- | 


making him a sccial favorite. 


always makes you refer to the past in that | upstairs, and fell to wondering what sort of in- 


dismal tone? Of course you must have some | dividual the man might be, and whether he 
i 


reason for living shut up like this, and I think | ever found his solitary existence insupportable. 


as your only relative it is about time I was | It was s ill quite early in the evening, only 


trusted with the secret.” | just seven o'clock in fact, and Paxton began 


The lines seemed to deepen on the brown | to think the only course open to him to pursue 


bearded face at the table, and an observer | was to go out and freshen himself up by a brisk 


might have noticed a slight wince of pain at | walk, if his brain was to cease its tormenting 


the abrupt mistrust in the tones of this bein thoughts and be capable of more work that 
whom the elder man had learned to idolize. ‘*I | night. He was the more moved to this resolu- 
think you forget the difference in our ages | tion as he heard the man above descending, 
when yon speak to me like that,” he remarked and a sudden desire to see him at least once, 
or I think you forget I am no longera and to quit the room, 
littis voy,” replied the other, with his easily 
provoked temper flaming up. 

** You are not yet free fro 
till 
slowly. 

The younger brother made an impatient 
movement, and looked somewhat uneasy. 

“TI do believe you grudgé me my future free- 
dom,” he exclaimed. ; 

** Believe what you like,” said Paxton drily, 
as he turned once more to the work at which 
he had been disturbed. | 

| 





m my control, not | landing, and who recoiled from him with some- 


semi-ob-curity of the not too well lighted stair-. 
case, while a somewhat ungracious apology 
was muttered by the offender Paxton. He felt 
an instinctive abhorrence of this man whom a 
moment before he had been almost anxious to 
see, and willingly allowed him to pass without 
exchanging another word. 








Maurice wandered listlessly round the rocm, 
his hands in his pockets, It was not often that II. 
he and Paxton fell out with one another, and Without knowing exactly in which direction 
when they did he was always conscious on | he was going, Paxton found himself at last in 
whose side the blame lay, still for all that it | the neighborhood of the well known theater 
was galling to the youth to be so firmly re- | where the divine Madeleine, as his brother had 
minded of his state of tutelage when he longed | called her, was nightly drawing crowds to wit- 
to assert his manhood, | ness the wonderful tragical power of her 
“Oh, I say, a queer thing happened to me | acting. He smiled a little as he thought of 
yesterday,” he said presently, interrupting | Maurice’s assertion that she had fainted on 
h'mself in an air he had been humming. “I | seeing the innocent reflection of his face, and 
was at an At Home, a grand affair, where there | the suspicion of some romantic assertion con- 
was a tremendous crush of people, most of | nected with its likeness to that of his elder 
them anxious to see this great actress, Miss | brother. Most certainly he, Paxton, had never 
W hat’s-her-name they make such a fuss about. | even set eyes on the great actress either before 
Well, of course, after a great deal of persuasion, | or after she became famous, still he had half a 
she had been prevailed upon to give us a taste | mind to do so now, and abandoning himself to 
of her quality in the way of some blood-curd- | this impulse, in the same way he had done toa 
ling recitation or other, and she was justin the | similar one not many minutes before, he 
middle of it, when to see and hear better I got | allowed himself to be gradually drawn into the 
up on achair outside the door and found my | crowd now pouring into the theater. 
face reflected suddenly, witha sort of Rem. | It was a strange feeling this of being once 
brandtesque effect, in a small mirror towards | more among men, and fora few moments the 
which point the lady was addressing a highly | confused hum of voices and the lights inside 
effective piece of elocution, She stopped short, | the building quite bewildered the recluse who, 
became rigid, then took to trembling all over, | for some seventeen years, had shut himself in 
and finally with a gesture of despair she sank | dingy lodgings, with as limited an intercourse 
to the ground. with his fellow beings as is possible in these 
“There was an awestruck silence for a mo- | cogs of general friction. 
ment, and then a burst of applause. Howlong| The play began, but, strange to say, neither 
the idiots would have sat there clapping their | the stir of expectation nor the subdued ap- 
hands whilst the poor woman lay huddled on | plause greeting the entrance of the great actre:s 
the floor I can’t tell, but in my real astonish- | seemed to excite his attention, which was 
ment I called out ‘She's fainted. Everybody | steadily concentrated oa the figure of a man 
tarned to look at me, then there was a rush to | lounging in the stalls, and every now and 
the rescue, and I got down from my perch, | again addressing some whispered communica- 
meditating whether my harmless physiognomy | tion into the ear of Maurice who was there 
could possibly have exercised the effect over | also in the most irreproachable of evening 
her which it certainly seemed to have done, attire. A strange uneasiness took possession 
Paxton Villars had put up one hand, as he | of the elder brother as he viewed this pair, 
sometimes did, to shade his eyes from the light, | Without being exactly vulgar in appearance, 
while with the other he continued writing. It | the stranger had a certain air of flashiness 
did not appear that he had been paying par | about him, more easily felt than described, and 
ticular attention to the tale. s Paxton determined to join his brother as soon 
“Well,” he inquired, absently, “and what | as an opportunity occurred, in order to draw 
was the upshot? Did the lady recover her | him away from so presumably undesirable « 
senses, or was she only shammiug after all?” companion. It was evident that he exercised 








‘*There was no shamming about that, al- 
though she is a great actress,” exclaimed 


His elder brother laid down his pen and 


* Dear me. Your attractions are becoming 
very powerful, to cause experienced ladies to 
succumb to them at first sight,” he said, with 


a touch of irony. 

‘Don't talk to me asif I were a fool. I tell 
you the woman must have had a real cause for 
fright. Perhaps I resemble somebody.” He 
paused for a moment, then leaning over the 
opposite side of the table, with both hands 

edge, gazed keenly into the 

rded countenance before him. “It might 

have been yourself,” the young fellow con- 

cluded, in cold, deliberate tones, that seemed 

to cut the other to the heart, for he turned 
| 
| 


‘** And, pray, what connection do you suppose 
there can possibly be between a quiet middle- 
aged fellow like myself and this successful 
actress, who would laugh with contempt at my 
shabby appearance, even were I mad enough to 
enroll myself among the list of her adorers?” 
inquired Paxton, a shade of annoyance ming- 
ling with the contempt his manner portrayed. 

‘© Well, all I can say is, it is very curious, for 
I purposely hung about and put myself in her 
way as she was leaving, and she started again 
at the sight of me. This time, however, her 
emotions seemed more under control, and she 
passed on, being handed into her carriage with 
a great deal of ceremony by the master of the 


“T really think you might concoct a very fair 
romance one of these days,” Paxton remarked. 


cigar, having previously offered one to his com- 


**T believe,” responded Maurice doggedly, 
**that if you did not wear hair all over your 
face till Jittle but your eyes and nose can be 
seen, we should strikingly resemble each 


‘“* Well, not that exactly, but I can't make 
you out, Most pecple have discovered by this 


general impression seems to have seized them 


** Where ou are doing your best to drive 
been made much of it is true, but the solitary | me, * cried Paxton in a tone of irritation; and 


‘“*Ta, ta, old fellow. I think I shall stroll 
conmed to hore oot him 0b sessuen> WHA the | Where, joss ur taee anether Ick ai the press 
Madeleine—the divine Madeleine as they call 
tion lavished on so apparently cateless an | *r- seat Rachel and Mire Siddons inte fits, 
sqronighment, and burst into s lengh, at bie | bovgeawa, wich aay degree of ‘albety after al 


The young man only laughed in reply, and 


e room possessed, he watched | throwing it wide open, gazed up above the 


‘ sorbed countenance bent over the | chimney pots. What was he thinking of, this 
the grave abeor : | solitary man, as he leaned motionless on the 


u wish it?” asked the | window-sill, lost in contemplation, while his 


ance of one of those ingenious outlines cut in 
| eee - SS, of aoe It 
: ittle interest in the world like | may have been this resemblance which caused 
and just take a little in | @ me on the opposite _— of ae to a 
yi hed his papers wearily | up from time to time, as he paced backwards 

Paxton Villars pus — , and forwards, keeping as much in the shadow 
hair he always used to write in, taced | of the houses as possible. Paxton did not 
| notice him, for his thoughts seemed far enough 

“My dear boy, life has gone more hardly | #way, as muttering, ‘* No poetry in that sky, a 
mere a, —— a multitude 

- ” id in his deep voice, with eyes | of sins,” he drew his he n at last and, clos- 
with you,” be cald ta . : ing the window with a startling bang, went 


Do what he would, however, he could write 


; is tural attractions, was fast | no more, and a kind of irritation seized him at 
qnther with bis ne | the stillness of his surroundings, only broken 


‘ t yatery,” exclaimed Maurice im- | by the distant hum of the great city. Presently 
sssnenaie. What on earth is it, Pax, that | he heard his fellow-lodger enter the house to go 


caused him to snatch up his hat impulsively 


In his impetuosity he stumbled against the 
stranger who, by this time, had reached the 


-and-twenty,” said Paxton | thing not unlike an oath. For a moment the 
a 7 | two men stood looking at each other in the 







































































































a great fascination over Maurice, while th 
onlooker was surprised to find this subti 


vain he endeavored once or twice to take in th 


woman on the st 
immenee audience breathless ; his — alway 
as to the couple seated before him in th 
stalls, 


movement with unrestrained eagerness, 
is 
last act. 


tee? struggled into their greatcoats. 
a 


‘““Why yes. Come along. 
round to the stage door.” 


seeme 
the use of some mysterious sign or sword 


into the regions of myster yond. 


er ear. 


** Am I never to be left in peace?” 
At this moment her eyes encountered thos 
of Maurice fixed upon her. At sight of hi 


rounded, a shudder again seemed to shake thi 
accomplished actress from head to foot. 


made a low bow in front of her. 


him through and ¥ bge 


r “ Villars!” was the clear reply. 


= at the same time she swept angrily pas 
im, 


1 | the arm. 


ju 


‘n claimed this worthy, leading him away. ‘ 


teriously added. 

** What is it?” 
& | with a significant look. ‘ Magnificent genius 
but—mad,” 

** How do you know?” 

** It’s in the family—I am her brother.” 


III, 





e 
° 


once more emerged, and turning round aston 


“*I don’t know,” replied the other ina wear 
sort of way, “that is, I was dull and wante 
change, I suppose.” 


I 


tience. 
‘** Ah, this friend of yours. Who is he?” 


t | this question. 


profession ?” 

Paxton dropped his arm and turned to look 

musingly at the figure standing at a little dis- 
tance from them with its back turned, but 
before he could collect his thoughts the face 
which had already filled him with distrust and a 
vague sense that he had seen it before, suddenly 
confronted him with an ironical smile and bow, 
then seemed to be blotted out again in the 
darkness. Looking for Maurice he too seemed 
to have suddenly disappearec, and Paxton was 
nes to wend his way back to his solitary lodg- 
ngs. 
All that night he could not sleep. Torment- 
ing thoughts, such as had not racked his brain 
for years, came back with a flood of old remem- 
brance. surging and tossing in wildest. confusion 
through his mind, which seemed utterly incap- 
able of offering resistance, any more than a 
dike broken down by the inrushing sea. But 
what seemed strangest of all was that his 
former trouble m xed itself up so inseparably 
with the somewhat unreasonable alarm he had 
worked himself up to concerning his brother. 
As he lay in bed he again heard the lodger on 
the next floor above him let himself in with 
his key and go upstairs. It was almost broad 
daylight then, and he muttered to himself that 
this fellow, even if ovliged to go out again 
early, would almost likely get a much better 
sleep than bimself. 

At last the haggard day appeared, cold, dis- 
mal, and cheerless as himself. He shivered 
over his solitary breakfast, and soon huddled 
the things aside almost untasted, then sat 
down yawning to the incompleted task of last 
evening. 

It was an article written on a subject which 
had entailed much reading at the British 
museum where, indeed, his days were chiefly 
spent. It had been brilliantly begun, but now 
as he sat with the pen in his hand every idea 
seemed to have deserted him, so pushing the 
papers away, after a futile struggle to proceed, 
he crushed his hat down on to his aching brow 
and went out. 

He walked for a long time without his senses 
becoming any clearer, but was aware that the 
state of the atmosphere very much corres- 

nded to thatof his own mind, for a dense 
og was gradually choking the air. It now 
became almost impossible to know where he 
was wandering, but he had a dim idea that he 
had strayed on to the Chelsea Embankment 
and kept along by the parapet, in order to have 
a feeling of being near to something in a world 
where all except objects in the near vicinity 
were blotted out. 

All of a sudden a figure rose up before him 
dark and terrible. It seemed to spring on to 
the parapet, and before he was aware of what 
he was about he found both hia own arms 
firmly encircling a pair of legs, which began to 
kick and struggle violently as he dragged their 
owner forcibly to the ground and knelt upon 
his chest. 

‘** Let me go,” cried a voice fiercely. 

‘No, young map. This is a raw morning to 
take a baih in. I'm thinking that a warm 
police cell will be better for your health.” 

He was surprised at his own coolness in 
making this speech, and still more surprised to 
find the wretched creature, who had been 
writhing beneath him, suddenly become still. 
He bent down to catch a glimpse of the face of 
this poor lad, who was evidently more un- 
settled in his mind than himself, and found 
that his face was buried in a pair of hands 
white and well kept as those of a gentleman, 
wae deep sobs were struggling out between 
them. 

‘“*Come, come,” he murmured kindly. 
“Things are never quite so as we 
think them. If you promise not to try that 
again I will let you get up, and moreover I 
won't inform nst you.” 

Something like a strangled mise was ex- 
tracted, and then Paxton helped the rescued 
man to his feet, and endeavored to get a real 
view of his face. It was rather difficult to do 
this without bringing his own into close con- 


NTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


influence reacting upon himself. It was in 


passionate gestures and noble aspect of the 
who was now holding an 


Meanwhile Maurice, far from being absorbed 
by his companion’s cynical remarks, to which, 
however, for reasons of his own he judged it 
good policy to listen, had thrown himself heart 
ani soul into the play and was following each 


** She is glorious,” he exclaimed, with a deep- 
drawn breath, as the curtain descended on the- 


** You have seen the actress, would you like 
to see the woman?” asked his companion, as 


urice looked at him with shining eyes. 
* Do you mean an introduction?” he inquired. 
We must go 


rae man followed his companion, who 
familiar with the place, and waited in RISE 
a dimly lighted passage while the other, with | SURPRISE Soap 


Presently he reappeared with an unmistak- 
ably graceful figure at his side, but so muffled 


not be seen. She seemed to be turning her 
head aside, however, almost with an air of re- | up a vision that sent him starting back. 
ulsion, as he bent to whisper something in 


smooth refined features wearing a pallid hue, 
in contrast to the gloom by which he was sur- 


The young man stepped from the corner and 


**What is your name?” she asked in those : 
wonderful tones which had but lately thrilled | you look like him?” 
The shaking had at least the effect of rousing 


“Impossible!” cried the lady emphatically, 


The astonished Maurice had hardly recovered 
from the shock of this reception when he was | water.” : 
conscious of carriage wheels driving away, and 
his friend returning to take him laughingly by | trouble?” asked Paxton, hoarsely, after a 


‘Queer creatures these divinities, eh?” ex- 


can tell you a secret about this one,” he mys- 


** Wrong there,” and he touched his forehead 


A hand was laid on Maurice’s arm when they | off in the direction of 


ished he found Paxton steadily regarding him. 
** You here, uld fellow! What in the name of 
all that is preposterous has brought you here ?” 


“Well, it is miraculous to hear you own 
that. But Iam sorry I cannot stay, my friend 
is waiting for me,’ and Maurice prepared to 
shake off the detaining grasp with some impa- 


Paxton tightened instead of relaxing his 
grasp on the young man’s arm as he asked 


**What on earth is that to you? I am old 
enough to choose my own companions,” was 
the sulky answer, “ but if you must know, all 
I can say is that he is the brother of Madeleine 


“On, indeed, then I suppose he is in the 





is economical. 
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only known to the occult, gained admittance 
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** Maurice!” 


tact with the stranger’s, and as he peered | was a long and desperate struggle, but at 
up that the face of the beautiful actress could | through the fog and filthy air between them it | length under an assumed name I gained a 
seemed as though some demon had conjured | footing on the stage. For a long time this 


hushed-up affair of the forged signature was a 
horrible mystery to me, but one day I dis- 


There was no answer, and for a moment | covered the real pe! petrator of the deed in my 
‘Enough, enough!” she hastily replied. | Paxton really felt himself to be choking. | own brother, whom I forced 


to write that cor- 


cones horrible and unnatural seemed to/| fession. Knowing you were lost to me for ever 


e | be clutch 


ng him by the throat, some evil | my lips were sealed, but now I can bear with 


s | spirit of insanity that had seized him at lastas| him no more, You have the secret, use it to 


him. 


the stranger from his apathy. 


minute. 
I | my fortune away. You see I 
some devil seem 
mortgaged to that villain.” 


** What—the actress's brother?” 
wa ot Sy 


“Go back home and don’t play any more 
tricks. I will do my best to see into this,” said 
Paxton abruptly, while, after a few more words, 
Maurice silently ae his hand, then slunk 

is uncle’s house where 


~ | he lived. 


tomed to it. 


her somewhat mysterious relative. 























salutations. 
** You will pardon my intrusion, madam?” 


begged him to be seated. 
* Your name, I think, is Villars?” 


an absorbed and troubled expression. 


youth who was with a person who calls him- 
self your brother, last night.” 

“Yes, yes. What of him?” she asked 
eagerly. ‘Is he realiy named Villars? I 
thought it a cruel joke to make use of—the 
curious resemblance he bears to one I once 
loved.” 

**Heisintrouble. It seems they played for 
high stakes—very high stakes indeed.” 

he rose with sudden impatience to her feet. 
‘* Poor youth!” she exclaimed, “it is the old 
tale. That man you mention is a scoundrel.” 

**Can you tell me where he is to be found?” 

“Do 1 know all the thieves’ haunts in this 
city?” she cried with suppressed + corn. 

“I humbly beg your pardon. I was informed 
that he was a relative of yours.” 

“ Yes, yes; and pain enough he has brought 
into my life. But pray tell me, Mr, Villars, all 
about the peor youth. Heis your son, [ sup- 
pose?” she asked in an uncertain, anxious 
way. 

Paxton hastily explained the relationship 
bet ween them. 

** Excuse me asking whether you are married; 
itisan odd cuestion I know, considering we 
are total strangers,” cried the actress with a 
little forced laugh that seemed almost to melt 
into a sob. 

The man seated opposite raised his tace 
gravely, and for the first time regarded her as 
though he really saw her, but she had caught 
up a band screen so as to effectually baffle his 
searching glance by warding off the light that 
had fallen upon her. 

“I was married once,” he said slowly. It 
seemed as though the words were wrenched 
from him. 

**Is your wife dead?” 

**T do not know.” 

** You imagined her guilty of some crime—of 
forgery,” murmured this strange woman, ‘and 
when she disappeared you took no pains to 
trace her. She was henceforth no more to you; 
is itso?” 

** Heaven Soogive her, as I have done, who 
bore the horrible suspicion of her crime,” he 
answered hoarsely ; “‘but how do you come to 
be acquainted with my history?” 

Instead of answering she rose to unlock a 
cabinet, and taking a paper from it held it out 
to him. 

“Your wife was innocent, There is the con- 
fession of the real criminal.” 


His hand shook so that he could hardly read, 
but he put the poner down at last, sighed 
Ceeply and folded his arms across his chest. 
He was thinking of his dreary and secluded 
life and of the woman he had loved so ion- 
ately that he had suffered a disagreeable sus- 
pen to rest on him rather than she should 

punished as he had had every reason to oe- 
lieve she merited tobe. And now this treble 
sacrifice was proved to him to have been in 
vain and he had lost her for ever, 


“It is too late. Oh, my God, it is too late 
now,” he suddenly exclaimed, overcome by 
passionate anguish ; then he turned with a 
gleam of re-awakened but trembling hope to 
the woman who was watching him. “ You 
know all, you must be a friend of hers—where 
is she, where is my wife?’ 

She threw out her arms to him, 

‘*Oh Paxton, do you not know me?” 

“Myra! No, my Myra was a girl, a tall, 
slim girl,” he said, confusedly, drawing his 
hand across his eyes, “and you are a magpifi- 
cent woman, a great actress, but not my wife 
—not my wife.” 

‘* As truly as I stand here, I am your wife, 
Paxton Villars, but years have worked their 
separation between us,” she answered, mourn 
fuily. ‘* Little Myra Deane you courted an 
married long ago is pow known as Madeleine 
Graham,since she may not bear her right name 
of Mrs, Villars, When you disap; in order 
to hide my su ilt, and, as your em- 
poner =. to hide your own, I left his 
roof and determined to support myself, It 


**Good God! Paxton. Do not take on like 
t | that. I ama wretched, miserable fool ; I know 
Iam; but I really was out of my mind just 
then, and there seemed nothing for it but the 


** Why did you not come to me if you were in 


“I didn't dare to tell you I had gambled all 
have been play- 
ing high for some time past, and last night 
ed to lead me on until I found 
every bit of property and money that would 
have been mine in about a year’s time was 


An hour later the elder of the two brothers 
was standing in an apartment of almost be- 
wildering elegance to one so long unaccus- 
e had experienced some diffi- 
culty in ascertaining the private address of the 
great lady, whose presence he impatiently 
awaited, but frcm all that he could make out 
she presented the only clue to the finding of 


The lamp in the room had been lighted on 
account ot the fog, and presently Paxson be- 
came aware of its rays falling on a stately 
presence, with which he exchanged formal 


She waved a dignified acquiescence and 


Her voice trembled slightly and she fixed a 
searching gaze on the bearded face which wore 


‘Yes, that is my name. You may, perhaps, 
have a passing recollection of a ‘air slight 





its long-threatened prey and was now playing | rescue your young brother from his clutches.” 
fantastic tricks in conjuring up the likeness of | * Paxton ventured to take her hand, saying 
s | the one loved being on this earth. Then a} brokenly: 

terrific fury took possession of him, and he 
violently shook the inanimate figure before | recognize you. It is generous of you to ac- 


** Alas, Myra, forgive me for having fatled to 


knowledge abroken-down manas your husband, 


‘How dare you?” he exclaimed, ‘‘how dare | when by ignoring his existence ycu might 


— proba ly secure a brilliant position in the 
world, 

“‘And do you still think so badly of me 
that you imagine I could stoop to that?” she 
asked, with tears in her voice and eyes, while 
for all answer he clasped her in his arms with 
= than the passionate fervor of years gone 

y: 































A note was lying on Paxton’'s table when he 
returned for the last time to his old lodgings. 
It ran as follows : 


‘“*DEAR BROTHER,—I overheard most of the 
explanation between you and Myra, alias 
Madeleine Graham, in future Mrs. Villars. 
You have a trump card in your hand in that 
confession she extorted from me when I was 
unusually hard up, so rest assured your you 
brother's debt of honor will never be claim 
py - who is off to Australia, but who was 
ong, 

* Your FeLtow Lopcer Discuisep.” 


THE END, 





Next week: How Jack Hawker Met His 
Bride, by Commander Cameron, author of The 
Cruise of the Black Prince, etc. 

















THE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY 


BEECHAM’S PILLS 


For Bilious and Nervous Disorders 


—— 


FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 








ATKINSON’S 


BENET) 


see OU es 





The Canada 
Sugar Refining Co. 


(Limited) MONTREAL 


Offer tor sale all grades of refined 


SUGARS »» 
SYRUPS 


Of the well-known brand or 


Certificate of Strength and Purity: 


CHEMICAL LABORATORY, 
MapicaL Facuury, MoGu. Ustversiry. 
To the Canada Sugar Refining Company : 
GunTLemen,—I have taken and tested a sample of your 
onda a ° on ans find that it y 
.88 per cen pure sugar. It ¥ a8 pure 
and good a sugar as oan be manvfactured. ” 
Yours truly, 
0. P. GIRDWOOD 


CONSUMPTION. 


I have & positive remedy for the above disease; by its 
use thousands of cases of the worst kind and of long 
standing have been cured. Indeed so strong is my faith 
in ite efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease to any 
sufferer who will send me their EXPRESS and P.O. address 


T. A. Stooum, M. C., 186 ADELAIDE 
St... West, TORONTO. OnrT. 








Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the 
Best, Easiest to Use, and Cheapest. 
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The Story of the Diary. 





. Oa.e afternoon, in Madrid, the rain and sun- 
shine followed each other so closely that no 
sooner did a shower cease than the sun shone 
forsh more bay aed than before. Though it 


was during the latter part of May, spring still 
shed tears as beautiful as everything apper- 
taining to youth, not like the gloomy, ugly 
showers of the chilly month of November. 

A pocket-book or diary was to be seen lying 
in the middle of St. Ann’s square, showin 
plainly that some passer-by must have dropp 
it. It would have been handsome, had its 
costly binding of Russian leather not been so 
defaced by the mud. It was fastened by 
means of a gilt clasp and was somewhat 
larger than a card-case. 

edo not know how long the pocket-book 
had been there, when a beautiful young lady 
appeared, escorted by a man servant of decent 
appearance. Before proceeding any farther, 
we will inform the reader that she is not our 
heroine, and all that she has to do in this story 
is to read the note book, and make commants 
on its contents. Then we will leave her to 


fulfill her destiny, without aaacar ae oa | 
ed in 


whether she married, became a nun, or 

single blessedness. 

Donna Juana Lopez Garcia wasa daughter 
of Don Antonio and Donna Josefa Garcia. Her 
mother had property which brought her a 
handsome income; and her father was Coun- 
cillor of State, or -Minister of the Interior, so 
long a3 his party was in power, and on the 
downfall of his political friends, put him on 
the retired list with a pension. 

Juana was an only daughter, and was just 
twenty-two years old. She was a brunette, 
quite tall, neither thin nor stout, with black 
eyes and black hair, and a slight velvet; 
down on her’ cheeks; a small, re 
mouth, that displayed her matchless 
teeth when she smiled, rosy cheeks, smal 
white hands with taper a and rosy nails, 
shapely shoulders, small feet with high in- 
steps, and a mezzo-soprano voice, adapted toa 
caressing as well as more commanding tone. 
She dressed well, had rich clothes, but pre- 
ferred plain colors. 

Sie had & French maid to wait on her, and 
had three rooms for her exclusive use; a bou- 
doir, a dressing-room, and a bed-room, which 
overlooked a large court. Juana was serious 
and cheerful, or, to be more explicit, she was 
neither coquettish nor dull. By serious, we 
mean noble-minded and discreet ; and by cheer- 
ful, that she was happy and contented and 
made everybody around her happy. 

She bad not yet had a lover though she had 
many suitors. She was well educated, and 
very religious. She went to early Mass every 
day, not as a perfunctory ae but in the 
proper way that such duties should be per- 
formed; as naturally as we love our fathers 
and mothers, 

Sne liked to read sweet, pure, good books. 
Romantic novels which were sad and depress- 
ing made her laugn, because she could not 
understand the existence of grief without con- 
solation. 

The audacious or philosophical works bored 
her, for she thought that she could learn 
nothing from them so pleasant, so natural, as 
her adherence to the Catholic faith. 

Immoral books disgusted her a3 much as ill- 
bred p< did. Therefore, she never read any 
novel which was not similar to I Promissi 
Sposi, or Paul and Virginia. She spoke Italian 
and French, and played the piano. She was 
very charitable, and, in fact, was a paragon, 
the joy of her parents’ heart. 

Juana on entering the house changed her 
street dress for a wrapper, and retired to 
her boudoir to study the contents of the diary. 

It consisted of about one hundred pages; 
half were blank, and the rest were in writing, 
either done with a pen or a pencil, but in the 
same handwriting ; somes times carelessly and 
others very carefully written, 

Every woman is somewhat of an Eve. Juana 
was a woman, so was naturally curious. She 
knew very well that her father was the proper 
person to read the diary, and then, only to see 
if it contained the owner’s name. But she 
could not resist the temptation. 

The first page contained the following list : 


‘ Peccus bh Draft 

‘** Photographs” ** Draft” 
** Traveling-bag ” ** Locket” 
** Cemetery ” ** Shoes ” 
** Passport” * Cap” 

** Cigars” * Ring” 

** Matches” ** Valise ” 


Juana remained thoughtful, while her vivid 
imagination pictured from these unconnected 
words the social standing and the form of 
the one who had written them, 

She re-read them, and felt that vague sad- 
ness a human being inspires when wrapped in 
mystéry and far away, and when we are in 
ignorance of his commonplace surroundings, 

The following is the wayin which Juanas 
imagination giossed over those simple words. 

*** Tailor,’ she said to herself. ** The owner 
of this book must be a man, who cares for 
dress; and a young one, too. 

“** Photographs. —I wonder whether they 
were his or belonged to somebody else? 

‘** Traveling bag.’—So he was getting ready 
to goaway. That about the tailor means that 
he was getting ready for an important journey, 
and that about the photographs that his 
journey would be a longone, I wonder where 
he was going, or whether he has gone awsy to 
America? But why should I think of any place 
so far off? He may have been sent to some 
place in the Provinces, or he may be in Madrid 
now, 

***Cemetery.’--That indicates a good heart. 
He must be either a devoted son, ora loving 
widower, or a disconsolate lover. For he did 
not want to go away without bidding farewell 
to some loved one’s grave. That is evident, 
and makes the diary more interesting than I 
thought it would be. 

‘** Passport.’—A laudable precaution, which 
indicates that he was practical and discreet. I 
would have done the same, 

***Cigars.’—So hesmokes, Well, men should 
be men ! e 

*** Matches,’—He does not forget anything. 

“*Draft.—Well, I am gl that he had 
money. I wender how much it was? Poor 
men! They are always full of cares ; they have 
to provide not only for themselves, but for us 
also, Suppose it were for a smaller sum than 
he needed. I would have loaned him my 
savings. Who knows but he may be in want 
of money now? 

*** A locket.’—This must represent a sweet- 
heart, who gave him a lock of her hair on the 
day they parted. Undoubtedly she is young, 
and he was in love with her: when he wrote 
that. Did he leave her? Has he seen her 
again? Does he still mons the locket—which 
must contain a lock of her hair ? 

“** Shoes,’—He must have had them on when 
he lost the diary. Did he have a pretty foot? 
Was he handsome? Was he well dressed? 
Would I like him if I could see him now? 
Have I ever met him by chance ? 

“**Cap.’—For his journey without doubt, I 
wonder whether he travels alone. If I had 
met him in the train perhaps I would have 
gazed at him with careless indifference, That 
is almost certain. And why do I feel so in- 
terested in him now? Because I am panies 
the secrets of his heart, and have penetra 
into his inmost soul. 

“*Ring.’—Ah! this is tting serious. I 
wonder to whom he gave it? Such a present if 
made by a single man to an unmarried woman 
must mean that they are engaged. So he must 
belong to somebody and may have done 
wrong to read these pages. But his 
carelessness was un onable, to 
a diary which is not his exclusively. 
then, who knows, he may have bought the 
ring for himeelf. Oh, no, it muat have n for 

is sweet; 

*** Valise,’—I feel anxious that he should start 


atonce, But he may have left id! What 
do I care? Well, 1 am indeed preoccupied with 
his diary. But let me go on and see whether I 
can find a clew to the mystery.” 


The second page conta the names of the 

































elt a sinking of the heart on readin 


stood for his sweetheart’s. 


she went on with her reading. 


bly his future brother-in law. 


old spinsters, his mother's friends. 
care 
because common courtesy required it, 


may have been a gambler. 


them do have fine libraries. 
*** The Priest.’—I like that. I think it 


to him, and call on him to say good-bye. But, 
who knows, he may have gone after his baptis- 
mal papers, Perhaps he was going to get mar- 
ried secretly before leaving his native place, 
I must not forgét about the ring. 

*** Ramona.’—She does not signify much. She 
must have been a friend of his sweetheart’s, 
or perhaps a married sister. 

*** Loblia,’—I like that. She must be a nice 
little pitl, one of those miniature friendships, 
one of those budding loves; a sort of adoration 
toward an angel, showing kind feelings and a 
pure heart in the young man. She must be ten 
years old and perhaps is his sweetheart’s sister. 

*** Apothecary.’—This means one of those 
places in the provincial towns, which serve as 
place for the men to meet and talk over politics 
or the topics of the day. Of course my hero did 
not go there to buy drugs. 

*** Marchioness.’—This indicates that the 
young man goes in good society. But she may 
be Lolilla’s mother. Of course she had recep- 
tions and he was one of her favorite visitors. 
What a complex life he lived. I commence to 
perceive a certain restlessness in his spirit. 

*** Don Manuel.’—He must have been one of 
I believe that the un- 


his father’s friends, 
I am already well ac- 


known is an orphan. 
quainted with him. 

***My cousins.’—An equivocal relationship 
which changes according to whether they are 
congenial or not. An ugly cousin is like an 
insipid brother; while a handsome cousin is a 
dangerous being. 

“* Pepa—Juan.’—Taese two names seem in- 
significant. Let us pass on. Pepa may have 
been his nurse. 

*** My darling.’—That is clear, expressive and 
sweet. Who can she be?” 

Juana paused. All was so clear to her that 
it made her feel like one who tries to gaze at 
the sun. That is to say, the love-beams dazzled 
her eyes, for, like a well-bred girl, she could 
not stand the strong light of love all at once. 

She then noticed her emotion and felt an- 
noyed with herself for her weakness, for her 
inquisitiveness, and that sort of way of spying 
over a neighbor's wall, that feeling of envy 
which commenced to rend her heart, so she 
turned the leaf. 

There was another list of commissions for 
different friends. 

Then on the following leaf she read : 

**T left Jaen, September 8:h.” 

“Eight months ago,” thought Juana, ‘So 
he is an Andalusian.” 

The next page had several names and ad- 
dresses of prominent men in Madrid. 

**So he was an office-seeker,” said Juana to 
herself. ‘I pity him.” 

The following page contained several ac- 
counts of money lost in gambling. 

**Alas, he gambled,” cried Juana, sorrow- 
fully. She added up the different sums and 
resumed: ‘He must have lost a very large 
sum, Or, at least, he owed that amount, after 
he lost all he had. Unhappy youth.” 

Then she read the following memoranda : 

***] wrote to C. December 15th.’ 

***] wrote again, January 6:h.’ 

***T broke off with her January 18th.’ 

** Her letter, which I destroyed, was dated 
January 15th.’” 

Juana became absorbed in thought, with her 
eyes fastened on the diary. A thousand emo- 
tions agitated her soul, while she remained 
unconscious of themall. At last she exclaimed: 

** Was it her fault, or his?” 

After this came several blank pages, and 
then a memorandum written in ink on one 
page, like a sort of epitaph : 

*** Carmen was married 
January 231, 1860-——’ 
ane” 

Juana felt chilled to the very marrow. Taen 
she found this list on the following page : 

*** Naise, tailor, shoe-maker, glove-maker, 
Ferdinand, and broker.’” 

“This diary frightens me,” thought Juana, 
while she closed the book, but kept one fiager 
between the pages so as not to lose her place. 

She made up her mind not to read any more, 
but five seconds after read the following lines 
in another handwriting : 

** Carnival—R>yal Theater, 4 o'clock a.m. 
Tae White Mask vows to show you her face 
before the expiration of a month.’ 

**The White Mask.’” 

Under this signature, the young man from 
Jaen had written : 

*“*The White Mask had ona bracelet with 
these initials: A.C.’ 

‘** And after all, that young man was not bad,” 
said Juana. ‘She was to blame. Madrid, 
also, was to blame foritall. Fate was wrong 
not to put a woman like mein his path. Iam 
sure that Lolilla’s friend, that the priest’s 
friend, and the one who went to the cemetery 
to say farewell to some dear one’s grave, was 
good, true, and worthy.” 

After a slight pause Juana read a few pages 
here and there, and found several notes saying : 

*** The note falls due May 19:h.’ 

*** The director’s address is Montun st. His 
seconds are the Colonel and Don Luis.’ 

** The Rev, Father died April 10th.’ 

***T received from my cousins the following 
sums of money :’ 

***] sold my estate April 30th for $8,000.’” 

Juana breathed again. ‘Tnen she found 
another memorandum which increased her 
fears: 

*** May 12:h, what a horrible night. 
the baron $115 00.’ 

***On that day the director and the minister 
of the cabinet no longer gave me any hope.’ 
* What a day yesterday was !’” 

Juana skipped a few pages without noticing 
their contents, as she was anxious to find the 
a of that tragedy. 
ing 


I owe 


er eyes alighted on a page with the follow- 
figures: 

** Rail-road ticket to Jaen. Apparel, shoes, 
traveling expenses,’” 

“ He is mr oway. God speed him!” she 
exclaimed, ‘“ But what is left for him in Jaen 
now that his sweetheart is married? How 
poor he must be! How will he pay the note 
which falis due the 19sh of May? 

The following pages were closely written: 

“** To-day, May 17th, I have promised the 
White Mask that I will not commit suicide, I 
felt sorry for her, not for myself. I do not 
care for her, and never shall. Taoat which is 
not good is not worthy ofesteem. Tnat wo- 
man is not good because she loves me more 
than duty, more than honor itself. She is 
false to another, and her love faila on my 
wounds like a cauvenies poieta. Everybod 
has deceived me ; every has given me 
advice; everybody has ruined me, She has 
(my Carmen), and the influential men also, 
who ised to befriend me; my companions, 
all, have betrayed me cruelly. , and I, 
myself. I have not listened to my better 
nature; I have hurt myself; I have done my- 
self more harm than all the rest together. 

“* Dreams of love and ness, Peaceful 
conscience! The inevitable fruition of justice | 
Noble ambition! Manly aspirations! Youth- 
ful enthusiasm! Where have you all flown? 
Where are you now? What remains to me, 


without * Lstill havea heart more tender, 
more more desirous of love and joy 
than ever But what am I to the world?! 


these 
names, one especially, which she thought 


Rene he wished to take leave of, and Juana 


The latitude it afforded her for the vagaries 
of her fancy was what made the diary so en- 
trancing, but at the risk of feeling disenchanted 


* *Frederick. —That name must represent his 
most intimate friend—or his brother, or possi- 


*«* The Gomez.’—-They must have oan — 
on’t 
or them. He probably called on them 
























*“*The Club.'—So he was going there. He 
Men never learn 
anything good at the club;. But yet, some of 


raise- 
worthy that he should show so much deference 





How do I appear in the eyes of others? Noth- 


ing but a rattlepate, a ruined gambler! And 
notwithstanding I hate gambling ; I gambled 
at first to please my friends, and afterward to 
rn my losses, to get back what I could not 
ord to lose, what I needed toliveon. But 
why do I write down my confession here? It 
comforts me to do so, to confide in these dumb 
ges, to see myself as I am, reflected in this 
aithful mirror. Besides, I foresee my ap- 
proaching death, andI desire that the world 
should do me justice by reading what I have 
written here! I owe this slight reparation to 
my family, to my parents’ memory, to my 
family’s friends in Jaen, and to my friends in 
Madrid, even though all have turned the 
cold shoulder to me since I lost my money and 
am so miserable.’ 

*“**O my Lord, how lonely I feel!’” 

We are sure that if Juana had only known 
where to find the owner of the pocket-book, 
she would have implored her father to go to 
him at once and free him from the clutches of 
death. We also believe that her superior mind 
had understood his soul so fully that she con- 
sidered him worthy of compassion and capable 
of reforming himself and leading a better life, 
and deserving of happiness and worthy of 
“ee others happy also, 

But let us proceed. ‘The book had very few 
unwritten pages left. In one of these she read 
a codicil, which completed the will we have 
just read, 

** Love is but an empty dream. Any other 
woman would have deceived me the same as 
Carmen did.’” 

“Ic is not true,” exclaimed Juana greatly 
agitated. 

*“*T never would have b3en able to find a 
woman tender, true, generous and compassion- 
ate, who would have made me happy. No 
such woman exists.’” 

‘Poor simpleton,” cried Juana. 
Te women to be found !” 

*** Who would listen favorably to a ruined 
man—to a man who could only live by his daily 
toil, like acommon laborer? ” 

“What a stupid man! I would listen favor- 
ably to him’ so long as his repentance was 
sincere,” 

Juana had scarcely formed this sentence, 
when her eyes caught the following lines which 
made her turn pale with fear. 

*** Poor Lolilla! How she will mourn for me! 
I warn a certain White Mask that her present 

sition with E—— absolves me from the vow 

made her not to take my life. God have pit 
on my soul, Sc unjustly treated in this world. 
I, myself, destroy my own life. Julio de 
Cardela.’” 

Thus ended the diary. Juana scanned the 
following pages, but found nothing! Then she 
cried out and discovered that she was weeping. 

Trembling and convulsed she arose and ran 
toward her mother’s boudoir, but on passing 
through the ante-chamber she met her father 
who had just returoed from —— a walk. 

**O papa,” she cried, nearly beside herself. 

**What’s the matter, my child?” exclaimed 
the old man anxiously, on seeing Juana in such 
terrible tation. 

** Julio de Cardela! Don’t you know——” 

** What, did you know him?” 

“What has happened ?” 

“He has just blown his brains out with a 
revolver in the middle of la Puerta del Sol, in 
the presence of more than a hundred people. 
There never has been any case of suicide so 
cruel, so scandalous, and so revolting! I saw 
the body laid out in the courtyard, where it re- 
mains until the authorities shall have ex- 
amined it, A gentleman from Jaen recognized 
a fellow-countryman in the suicide and told 
his name, I assure you that it has made ma 
sick. But you, my child, why do you weep? 
Did you happen to know that young man?” 

Juana kept silent but handed the diary to 
her father. The poor girl could not speak, for 
her sobs choked her. 

“Adiary! Wasit his? Answer me.” 

‘* Yes, it was his,” said Juana in broken 
voice. 

‘Who gave it to you?” inquired her father. 

**I found it an hour ago in St. Ann’s square, 
and have just finished reading it.”—-From the 
Spanish of Alascon. 

——SOE OO 


For Mental Depression. 
USE HORSFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE. 


Dr. L. C. S. Turner, Colfax, Ia., says: ‘‘I am 
very much pleased with it in mental depres- 
sion from gastric troubles.” 


** There are 





The Amateur Farmer’s Mistake. 





Experienced Farmer (who happens to be 
passing by)—When you want her to go jist 
give her tail a twist. 





Amateur Farmer (a week later)—You won’t 
@0, won't you? That old farmer gave me a 
pointer about arousing stubborn animals 

that I haven't forgotten.” 
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The Animal—There is animals and there is 
animals.— Judge. 


A Strange Happening. 
** 1 read to-day of a very singular event which 
happened in Onio,” observed Bloobumper. 
“ What was it?” asked his wife. 
‘* A small boy found a stick of dynamite, such 
asi 6 used for purposes, and '—— 
a The usual story.” 


Oh, 

* Whatusual story?” - 

“Why, the boy paves with it and finally hit 
it with a brick and blew himself to fragments 
and the force of the concussion shook three or 
four houses to the ground.” 

“You are wrong, my dear, What really hap- 
pened was much more strange than that,” 

“Indeed! What was it?” 

“ Somebody took it from him before any harm 
was dune,”—Judge. 
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RECAMIER CREAM 


for the complexion has no equal as a beautifier. 
contains nothing that would hurt the skin of an 
Adelina Patti, Sarah Bernhardt, Fanny 
Davenport, Lillie Langtry, Agnes Booth, Modjeska, 
and hundreds of other leading artistes of the world 
after a thorough trial have enthusiastically in- 
dorsed Recamier Cream. 


It 


Ladics will find Recamier Cream a perfect emol- 
lient for the Skin. 
night and wash it off in the 
It is not a cosmetic, 

$i.50 per jar at all druggists 
and fancy goods dealers. 


Apply it at 
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TRADE MARK. 





If your druggist does not keep the Recamier Preparations, 


Yes, my little dear, and so 
do thousands of other mam- 


mas, 


refuse substitutes. Let him order for you, or order yourself 
from either of the Canadian offices of the Recamier Manu 
facturing Company, 374 and 376 St. Paul Street, Montreal, 
and 50 Wellington Street East, Toronto, For sale in Canada 


at our regular New York prices. 








It Tuned His Heart to Praise. 


Deacon (of the Mt. Pisgah Colored Methodist 
church to the retiring pastor)—De flock hab 
tuck up a c'lection and bought yer dis heah 
*stantial timepiece to show de lub dey feels to 


deir pasture. 

The pastor (examinin 
erin an’ sistern, I's ovahcome wif gratitude an 
can’t find words to ’spress my feelin’s. Decon- 


the Waterbury)--Bred- 


egation will jine in singin’ Dere Nebah Eadin’ 


pring Abides.—Jewelers’ Weekly. 








Another Heresy. 





Isaac Solomons (orthodox)—Shakey, Shakey 
—zelling zuspenders on Zaturday. Vere do 
you expect to f° ven you die? 

Shakey (a hopeful agnostic)—To the Sub- 
Treasury. Zuspenders! Shoe-laces !|— Puck. 


We Will Tell You How to Save a Few Dol- 
lars Travelling to New York 


You have a beautiful sail across the lake b 
the staunch steamer Empressof India, whic 
leaves Geddes’ wharf at 3.40 p.m. daily, except 
Sundays, connecting with the Erie Railway 
solid train from Port Dalhousie, costing only 

9.40 ; Toronto to New York, round trip, $18.20. 

ou can also leave via Grand Trunk at 
1.10 p.m.,455p.m.and1l1p.m. On the 4.55 p.m. 
train the Erie run a handsome vestibule Pull- 
man sleeper, Toronto to New York. Dining 
cars attached to all trains for meals. For 
tickets and full information apply to agen s 
Empress of India and Grand Trunk. S. J. 
Sharp, 19 Wellington street East, Toronto. 











Prince George and His Walking Stick. 


It will be remembered that in the recent 
attack upon the future Czar of Russia in Japan, 
Prince George of Greece struck down the 
would-be assassin with his walking-stick. The 
said stick has a history. In the woods sur. 
rounding the Greek dockyards at Poros, on the 
Saronian Bay, the Prince one day cut down a 
young sapling and gave it to some of the men 
employed at the arsenal, to shape into a walk- 
ing stick. When finished it had the appear- 
ance of an enormous cudgel with a heavy 
crooked handle, little befitting the rank of its 
owner, and the terror of the peoes at Court. 
But Prince George was perfectly satisfied with 
his new acquisition, as it corresponded very 
well with his colossal figure and his large, 
sprawling hands. 

When the prince started on his eastern tour 
the king wished him to leave the stick at home 
as being an eye-sore. Prince George, at that 
moment less inclined than ever to part with 
his new companion, insisted on taking it with 
him, and carried his point. The other day the 
king mentioned this incident to Mr. Philemon, 
the Mayor, who had gone to the palace to offer 
his congratulations on receipt of the tidings 
from Kioto. 

** What would have happened,” the ki: re- 
marked in conclusion, *‘if the prince, yielding 


S JACOBS Ol] 


Cures 
Promptly and Permanently 


RHEUMATISM™, 


Lumbago, Headache, Toothache, 


NEURALGIA, 


Sore Throat, Swellings, Frost-bites, 


SCIATICA, 


Sprains, Bruises, Burns, Scalds. 
Sold by Druggists and Dealers Everywhere. 


vanadian Depot, 44 and 46 Lombard $t., Toronto, Ont 

















VERA-CURA 


FOR 


DYSPEPSIA 


AND ALL 
Stomach Troubles, 


INDIGESTION, 


Nausea, Sour Stom- 
ach, Giddiness, 
Heartburn, Consti- 

ation, Fullness, Food Rising, 
Disagreeable Taste, Nerveus- 
ness. 


At Druggists and Dealers, or sent by mailor 
receipt of 25 cts. (5 boxes $1.00) in stamps 


Canadian Depot, 44 and 46 Lombare $t., Toronto, Opt 





t 
/| 


| 


| 


| 





to my entreaties, had left the stick at home ?” 


To which the mayor replied: “Sire, the 


prince would have seized the murderer with 
his own hands and strangled him !” 











AMERICAN 
FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, Toronto 


August 


We opened on, the 1st day of 
5,000 books, the best 


works of nearly all the great writ- 


ers that ever lived. 


Paper covers, 


25c. to 35c. books for 1oc., or 3 
for 25c.; 12 mo. in best cloth binding, 25c, pubilisher’s 


price, $1 25; 


12 mo. in ordioary binding, 19c. No such 


value or complete assortment of books wereever seen in 
Toronto before. 

Hammocks in great variety, at wholesale prices; 48c. 
each up to $1.88. Baskets in great variety, 5:. up Cov- 
ered lunch baskets, 9c. up, only about half usual prices. 
Many are taking advantage of our sale of the 3 000 albums, 
worth 402. each up to $10 each. Weare offering them 
from 10c. up to 34, one-cuarter to one-half usual prices. 
Our “* August Sale” will show you how to get goods at only 


wringing mo 
$2 85. worth $4; p'ns Ic. 


9c.; Sad irons, 3}2. per | 


part of usual prices. A few quotations—Tarbox self- 


, 842; Royal Canadian clothes wringer, 
Fr paper; Nonsuch stove polish, 
; Mre. Potts’ irons, 92:.; best 


glass fly traps, 192., worth 400.—these are just the thing, 
neat and effective ; best mixed birdseed, with cuttle bone 
in each Ib., 73., worth 12c.; posket and table cutlery, 
Rodgers and other good makers, at — Prices ; exce)- 


lent table knives at lic per pair; a fa’ 


rly good whip, full 


6 feet long, for 10:., worth 252.; an excellent waterproof, 


$1; 


whip for 44c.; a good hinged and guarded lantern, 39c. 


worth 75c. N« such great stock of fine goods was ever 
cffered in Toronto before, and the special prices we are 
making ought to insure their sale. 


-  W.H. BENTLEY. 


| CURE FITS! 


When I say I cure Ido not mean merely to stop them 
for a time and then have them return again, I mean a 
radical cure. I have made the disease of FITS, EPILEP- 
SY or FALLING SICKNESS a life-long study. I warrant 
my remedy to cure the worst cases. Because others have 
failed is no reason for not now receiving a cure. 
once for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my 
remedy. Give EXPRESS and POST-OFFICE. 

GC. RQoT, M.C. 186 ADELAIDE ST. 


EST, TORONTO, ONT. 
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SCOTT'S | 
EMULSION 
| 
| 





SO EC CE Ee eee ct al 


of pure Cod Liver Oil with Hypo- 
j Phosphites of Lime and Soda is 
almost as palatable as milk. 


A MARVELLOUS FLESH PRODUCER 


| it Is Indeed, and the little lads and 

lassies who take cold easily, may be 
fortified against a Cough that might 
prove serious, by taking Scott's 
Emutsion after their meais during 

) the winter season. 

} Beware of substitutions and imitations. 

} =6$COTT & BOWNE, Belleville. 
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FOR SALE AT ALL 


ASK FOR THEM. 
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DUNN'S | 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THECOOK’S BEST FRIEND 
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¥ORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, 











a NsERV ATOR, 


FALL TERM OPENS SEPTEMBER 1 
Artiste and Teachers graduating courses in ALL 

BRANCHES of Music. UNIVERSITY AFFILIATION. 

Scholarships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, &c. 


School of Elocution and Oratory 


Comprising one and two year courses, under the direction 
of Mr. 8. H. CLARK, a special feature. (Special Calendar 
issued for this department ) 

100 Page Conservatory Calendar sent free to any 
address. EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director, 
r. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 
Mention this paper. 





INCORPORATED I 

TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 
In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 

Musical education in all its branches. A SPECIAL SUM- 

MER TERM of five weeks will be held, oe July 


2, — August 6. ja should be sent in before 
Jul ly 1. TORRINGTON, Director, 


12 and 14 Pembroke Street. 


O. FORSYTH Studied the Piano 

e with the great German teachers—Krause, Rut- 
hardt and Zwintcher ; theory with S. Jadassohn, Schreck, 
Richard Hofmann (ot Leipsic) and Dr. Paul Kleugel of 
Stuttgardt. Teaches but two subjecte—piano playing and 
theory. Every care given to piano pupils, both profes- 
si and amateur, and the most approved methods taught 
in developing a perfect technique, interpretation and style. 
erento College of Music or 112 College Street. 


H. CLARK 


‘ ELOCUTIONIST 


(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 


68 Winchester Street 
R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


@rgan, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organiste, London, Eng., 


Toronto 





and Organist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing, Singing, Harmony, &c. 
r. Fairclough eee Se to prepare candidates for 
musical examinations. Addr 
TORONTO « COLLEGE OF MUSIO. 
= OF THE ROYAL 
A. S., V, Conservatoire, Leipzig, 
y) Organist Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 
*o Charen, Toronto, teacher of 
Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 
Ltorvp. N. ‘WATKINS 
Oo3 Church Str 


Thorough instructicn on Banjo Guitar, © Mandolin and 
Zither. 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE METHOD. No fees in 
advance. 249 Jarvis Street, Toronto, Ont. 


ALTER DONVILLE 


TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Osarrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
8 Buchanan St., and Torente College of Music 


ONTARIO LADIES COLLEGE 


WHITBY, ONT. 





Teachers’ Certificates and University work up to the 
third year provided for in the regular course. 


A thorough Conservatory of Music, and fully equipped 
sohools of Art, Elocution and Commercial branches 
Apply to PRINCIPAL HARE, Ph. D 


THE LEADING 

ALMA *# 
C@LLEGE 

FOR YOUNG WOMAN 


ST. THOMAS, ONT. 


Over 200 Students 


Address— PRINCIPAL AUSTIN, B.D. 


MISS VEALS’ 


BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 


FOR YOUNG LADIES 
50 and 52 Peter Street, Toronto 
Courses or Srupy — English, Mathematics, Classics, 
Modern Languages. Superior advantages in Music and 
Art Resident native German and French teachers. Home 
careand refinement :ombined with discipline and thorough 
mental waining. 








WANTED 
100 Ladies and Gentlemen 
Shorthand, Bookkeeping ¢ Typewriting 


TO TAKE 
Lucrative Positions in Offices 





Over 1400 pupils attended this school during past four 
years. ae — 
The entire charge until proficient is 35 


Lowe's Commercial Academy 


346 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 


Concerning the Siek ! 


From DR. OLDRIGHT 


(Professor Sanitary Science Toronto University) 








TORONTO, JUNE 24 1891. 
N. ©. LOVE & CO: 

Guxrusmax,—In reply to your enquiry regarding your 
Koumies I may say that I have tried it and prescribed it 
for several patients, and find it of #xcaLLenr quaLity. 

WM. OLDRIGHT. 





The Leading Edueational Institutions} 2"4, Thursday, running through to 


tice or office work. 


THE MERCHANTS RESTAURANT 


Your Picture Free} ee LS so 


1 will give absolutely tree with | fun 
every dozen ot our cabinets a large | Si.ohone 100 afte bas etme 
size Crayon Picture of yourself. Se ern etn nee Ee 

HOMAS MOFFATT 


Don’t miss this opportunity. « : 
LYON Ss PHOTOGRAPHIC Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 
STUDIO A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 


___Gor. Yonge and Gerrard Streets 145 Yonge Street, Toronto 
W. L. FORSTER 


+ Portraits a specialty ARTIST | HOMEOPATHIC PHARMACY 


STUDIO 81 KING 8ST. EAST 394 VWonge Street, Toronto 


AMILTON MacCARTHY, R.C.A. in stock Pure Homeopathic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- Diteione and Pellets. Pure Sugar of Milk Globules. 


, ‘ ke and Family Medicine Cases ‘Fem $1 to $12. Orders 
a ee et, Semen 4 Chlidren’s Portraits. Stadio for'Medicines and Books D er rmourson, F to. Send for 


Pamphlet. PSON, Pharmacitst. 
UNBEAMS een 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer McCAUSLAND & SON’S 





116 Yonge ar — Street West W ALL i APER 
Sunbeams $1 per dos. IMPORTATIONS 


F, 4. SEFTON 
DENTIST? 


I72 Yonze Street, next door to Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 
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T INTER RN. XHIONAL EF XHIBITION. JAMAICA. B91. 


THIS 


CERTIFICATE. OF: 


HAS BEEN. AWARDED TO ° 


PPL Oe 


Oi ete Sit eeangient 





THE ABOVE IS A FAC-SIMILIE OF THE 


DIPLOMA OF HONOR 


AWARDED 


MESSRS. JOHN TAYLOR & CO., 


(“ROPRIETORS MORSE’S SOAPS) 


AT JAMAICA EXHIBITION AGAINST THE WORLD 








WALKING SHOES 


FOR SPRING TRADE 


There will be a larger trade than ever 
in these goods this year. We always 
lead in Variety, Style, Durability. 


See our stock before purchasing 
elsewhere. 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


87 and 89 Ming 
Street East 
Terente 


The Home Savings & Loan Co.(Limited) 


OFFICE No. 78 CHURCH ST., TORONTO. 


Deposite received, large and small sums. Interest at 
current-rates allowed. 


Hon. Fran« Smira, 








JAMES noe 


J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


ANADIAN 






Brees: bua Sites 

Shoes for the 1000 Islands 
Shoes for Niagara 

Shoes for the Seaside 
Shoes for the Camp 


Pickes’ Great Shoe Parlor 


328 YONGE STREET 


ae PORTLAND|~ 





‘PACIFIC Ay. 


Commencing Friday, July 3 


Through Sleeper 


FROM 


TORONTO 





remincton| OLD ORCHARD 
STANDARD ea toe 


WHITE MOUNTAIN RESORTS 


EVERY TUESDAY and FRIDAY 
Returning, leave Old Orchard E very Monday 


TYPEWRITER 


Toronto during Summer Season 


are adopting the Remington to the exclusion of all 


other Typewriters. For rates and full information apply to an 
oF k. Ti ater 


cket Agent. City Ticket Office— 
118 King St. West, 24 York St. 
Board of Trade Building, and 1216 Queen St. W., Parkdale. 


Machines sent to any part of Ontario on rental for prac- 
GEORGE BENGOUGEH. 


Telephone 1207. 4 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 


| on aR RI on celluloid, $1 


HONOU Re 
ie Phe. | Speck Gi 





=. _“"" SEAL GARMENTS 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 





FLORAL ARTIST ae “FROM TEN DOLLARS UPWARD RE 2GG 1 


a for ee a and Evening Parties. Funeral 





Sir Juha A. Maedonald’s 


"VARSITY SCHOTTI:CHE 


Avery pretty and popular schottische 


We carry everything found in a 
firet class music house, and all the 


most PorutaR Vocal and Ineraru- 
A special U. S. Officer at Union Station to examine | yenrat Music carried in etock- 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
158 Yonge St., Toronto 


MEDICAL, 


D®: Cc. C. JOB, 74 Pembroke Street 
Homeopathist and Medical Electrician 


NEW DENTAL OFFICE 


Lately opened by M. F. SMITH 


(Late over Molsons Bank) is superior to anything of the 
kind in this country in the perfectness of ite fittings, etc., 
as well as comfortable accommodation. 


Canada Life Assurance Building, King St. West 


Office houre—9 a.m. to 9 p.m. 





































Asthms, E St. Vitue Dance, Dia’ Ungina 
Pectoris, Neuralg » Dyapesia, Constipation and all chronic 
difficult or obecure di 


LADIES—All roma and oe of the 
womb cured, T ent new and pleasan 


D*..° SPILSBURY— Diseases of Throat, 


210° Goren ‘Street, first door north — 
Consultation hours—9 to 11 a.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 


R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 
Phyeician and Surgeon 
Residence 145 Coll Avenue, Hours 12 iill 


8 p.m., and Sundays. Telephone 3499. 


Office 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 a.m., and 
7til9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


OHN B. HALL, M. en ane and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOM@OPA 
8 Ities—Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 





WILL ADMINISTER THE “VITALIZED AIR” OR 

“ Nitrous Oxide Gas,” free during the months of May 
and June. This offer holds only for a short time, 
and applies only to those ng in plates. gen 
** Air or ra. and cinabeha Gi panes free. Best teet! 


RIGGS, cor. ‘Kin ng and Yonge 


TELEPHONE 147 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 

















MARRIAGE LICENSES. 
AMUEL J. REEVES, Jeeeet a Mes. 
land and Bathurst Streets Open from 8s to 10pm. 
Residence, 258 Bathuret 








Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at S cidence, 461 Church Street. 


G®Fo- EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 


The most stylish designs for the coming season, at 
moderate prices. 


MRS a JAMES 


153 Richmond Stree - Toronte 
Between Tork and Simcoe Streets. 


Artistic Millinery 
THE FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIOM 


63 King St West 
(First aon Mail Office.) 


Are now prepared to show a complete assortment of Spring 
iepurtenions in man Be aa Laces, Pattern 


MRS. A. BLACK, Mer. 
MILLINERY 


See our complete and well 
assorted stock for this season. 








quirements of each customer. 
Dress and Mantle 
Making Our Art 
Perfect fit, combined with 
elegant style and fine work. 
Leave orders early to ensure 
prompt attention. 


DRESS CUTTING 
taught daily by our New 
Tailor System. Send for il- 
lustra circular. Induce- 
ments to agents. 





Established 1860 
J. & A. CARTER, 372 Yonge St. ~ Toronte 


CORSETS MADE TO ORDER 


Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
Dress Cutting Taught 
Magic Scale Agency 


MISS CHUBB 
2564 Longe St., South of Trinity Sq. 


TAKE THE FAST STEAMER 


Empress of India 


Daily at 7.30 a.m. and 3 40 p.m. from Geddes’ Wharf, for 


St. Oatharines, Niagara Falls, Buf- 
falo, New York 


and ail points east. Tickets at all G. T. R. and Emprese 
Ticket Offices. Very low rates to Excursion parties. 


104 on 


C, PN cael a oe 


ea Ak 


J A GORITALY 





Telet 


DEAFNESS 


ITS CAUSES AND CURE 


Scientifically treated by an aurist of world-wide reputa- 
tion. Deafness eradicated and entirely cured, of trom 20 
to 30 years’ standing, after all other treatments have 
failed. How the difficulty is reached and the cause re- 
moved, full y explained in circulars, with affi javite and t«s- 
timonials of cures from prominent people, mailed free. 


Dr. A. FONTAINE, 34 Wrest 14th St., N. YW. 


TORONTO 


RAND NATIONAL 
Hack and Cou 
Stables, 108 Mutual 
Handsome turnouts 
‘ with careful drivers 
any time day or night. 


, Telephone 2104 
# Arthur M. Bowman 
“9 Proprietor 


LADIES = 


INTENDING TO HAVE THEIR 


Re-dyed, Altered op Made Over 


Should LEAVE THEM NOW with 






FURRIERS 


101 Yonge Street 
Telephone No. 2575 


JAMES PAPE 


TORONTO 


Ae 


78 Wonge Street, Toronte 
Three doors north of King Street. 











He Settled Him. 


An inquisitive man on a train on the New 
York Central going out of New York was 


jzne on the shortest 


: NEW MUSIC -- : | man who looked i be ee 
RIGHT HON. 


ae .. to Poughkeepsie?” asked the inqui- 
oe Yes. 
* Goi ite stay there?” 
** No. = going & fe A to ~_—T 
m Going to stay 
“ No, I'm going to Ningava Falls.” 
":Going to stay there? 
No, I’m going on to Montreal.” 
ase ae tive aN amine. nectet his head, 
much as to say,*' No ’ 
snd ally add ay w J knowall about you 
guess you are goi tay i 
Canada, alu’t you?” oo aoe ee ewe 


FUNERAL MARCH 
By Chas. Bohner...... Price 400 


By 8. D. Schultz...... Price 360 








Cause and Effect. 


Young Anser—No wonder it’s hot ; the ther- 
mometer’s ninety in the shade ! 





r-]\ | JosePs LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
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Out of Town. 
(Continued from Page Two.) 


‘and placed on a table below the platform a 
mass of white water lilies and other fragrant 
flowers. The programme on Friday was a very 
good one, including comic and tragic songs by 
mr. Ramsay, @ flute solo by Mr. Leydon, piano 
solos by Mrs, Ramsay, songs by Mr. Shaw and 
Mrs. Thompson, and other attractions such as 
recitations, and exercises with rings, poles and 


dumbbells. 


Mr. Frank Smith has been spending a few 


days at the Manse, 


rs. M. Burrell, who has been the guest of 
Mrs. H. Paffard, has returned to her home in 


Louth. . 
Mr. F. Coleman, who has been spendin 


some weeks with Mr. H. Lansing at Wood- 

lawn, has returned co Canandaiqua, 

Mrs. Colin Snider of Cayuga, who has been 
the guest recently of Dr. and Mrs. H. L, Aa- 
derson, hasleftfor home.  . 

Mrs. and Miss Manson are the guests of Mrs, 
Charles Ball. 

Mrs. Fuller, widow of the late Bishop of 
Niagara, is at the rectory, the guest of the 
Ven, Archdeacon and Mrs, McMurray. 

Mrs. J. McNair has again returned from 
Toronto. 

Miss Florence Scarth is the guest of Miss 
Winnie Kingsmill. 

The Ven. Archdeacon and Mrs. McMurray 
have returned from Sault Ste. Marie, For the 
first time in nearly forty years the archdeacon 
last week visited the scene of his first mission- 
ary labors, he being the first ever sent to 
preach the light of the gospel to the savage un- 
taught Indian tribes of the North-West. 

Miss Kingsmill is visiting friends at Niagara 
Falls South. 

Miss Gale, who has been visiting her sister, 
Mrs. R. H. Bowes, at the Island, has returned. 

Miss Heward spent a few daysin Toronto 
this week. 

Mr. W. A. Dickson returned on Thursday 
from Galt, where he had been spending a few 
days. 

Mrs, and Miss Marion McKeane of Hamilton 
are at Doyle’s. 

Mra, J. Le Sawyer of Buffalo is among the 
guests at the Queen’s, 

The following, who have lately been at the 
Queen's, have returned to Buffalo: Miss 
Birze, Miss Wilson, Mr. G. R. Wilson, Miss 
Safford, Mr. and Mrs. E. Cochrane, Mr. H. 
Richmond, Mr. W. Gratwick, Mr. P. Beals. Mr. 
and Mrs, G. L. Thorne, Mr. A.G. and Mr. F, D, 
Thorne, Miss L. Lord and Miss Angle. 

Mr. H. Hunter was the guest of Mr. H. Lans- 
ing of Woodlawn over ToL last. 

Mr. F. Knyvett of New York has been spend- 
ings few days in town. 

r. B. Hostetter was the guest this week of 

Mr. Bernard. 

Mr. Alex. and Mr. E. Colquhoun spent last 
ON hens of the.niel is in Chi 

t. Syer of the Anchor s in cago. 

He will return in a few wooks. 

The Rev. F. M. Baldwin of Aylmer, who is 
spending the summer with relatives here, will 
preach morning and evening at St. Mark's to- 
morrow. Having until recently passed the 
last twelve or fifteen summers in town, Mr. 
Baldwin has naturally a host of friends who 
will welcome with delight his appearance in 
the pulpit. 

Miss Ferry of Hamilton is at Doyle's. 

Miss Fanny Smith has been the guest during 
the past few weeks of her sister, Mrs. Foy. 

Mr. H. Gamble is at the Queen's, 

The children’s ball at the Queen’s on Tues- 
day evening was a great success. About 
thirty-five or forty little ones, most of them in 
white, and ali apparently conscious of the 
importance of the occasion, presented a very 
pretty picture as they took their places for the 
cpentag dance. Mrs, Winnett, Mrs. Birge, 

iss King, Mr. Gurney and a few others good. 
naturedly directed them through the figures of 
Sir er and the lancers, and occasionally 
some of the grownjrelatives of the little merry- 
makers would join in the dances, partly 
for their own amusement and partly to give 
confidence to some who were too shy to ven- 
ture out alone. Some of the relatives and 
friends of the children present were: Mr. and 
Mrs. Gus Foy, Miss Foy, Miss Fannie Smith, 
Mrs. H, Garrett, Mr. and Mrs. B. D. Mac- 

dougall, Dr. and Mrs. H. L. Anderson, Mrs. 
and Miss McKeane, Miss E, Heward, Mrs. W. 
A. Dickson, Miss Dick, Miss Marjorie Camp- 
bell, Miss E,. Russell, Mrs, Fox, Mr. Sawin, 
Mr. Gurney, Miss King, Mrs. Le John, Mr, 
Taylor, Mr. H. Gamble, Miss Griffith, Mrs, 
Cosby, Mrs, Anderson, and a number of others. 

The Misses Chittenden are visiting friends 
in Buffalo. GALATEA, 


BIG BAY POINT, 


The following guests registered at the Robin- 
son House during the last week : Mr.G. M. No- 
land of Barrie, Mr. J. W. Day of Brussels, Mr. 
R. J. Ryan, Mr. Ed. Seagee® of Orillia, Mr. and 
Mrs. Robert Robinson of Toronto, Mr. E. Mont- 
gomery of Montreal, Miss Nellie Passey Lelley 
of England, Mr. A. Lazarus of Montreal, Miss 
Laurance of London, Eng., Mr. F. L. Kahn of 
Cablenz, Germany, Mr. Davison of Toronto, 
Mrs. and Miss Russell of New York, Miss 
Kingsmill of Toronto. 

Messrs. W.W. Forsyth, F. Johnson, Holmes, 
Al. Rinus of Newmarket were guestsof Mr. 
Bogart on Sunday last. 

Miss Lundy and Miss Radcliffe of New- 
market, who have been visiting Mr. Bogart, 
have returned home. 

Mr. Jack Ardagh, who, with Messrs. Arthur 
and Ed, Spotton and Eyton Williams has been 
camping at the Point, has gone to Georgian 
Bay to camp. 

Mrs. George Binus and family of Newmarket 
have opened theircamp, with Mrs. Coates and 
daughter near them. 

Mr. and Mrs. Fred Smith of Barrie, Mr. and 
Mrs. Scott of Toronto, Mrs. Crompton of Brant- 
ford and families have a pretty situation for 
their camp in the center of Robinson’s grove. 

About twenty-five persons went to Barrie by 
steamer last Sunday evening and dispersed 
among the various churches of the town. 

Mrs. Oliver and family and Mr. and Mra, 
Geor Burton are camping among the firs 
near Mr. Bogart’s studio. 

The Indian camp is a favorite place of resort, 
a3 all sorts of pretty things of Indian make are 
to be bought there. 








Judging by Appearances. 


‘Tam more than ever convinced of the foll 
and injustice of judging by appearances an 
jumping at conclusions. 

At one time a velvet-tongued fisher of men 
inveigled me into a partnership in the theatri- 
cal line, the ostensible object of which was to 
conquer the worid anew, I providing the capital 
therefor and he the experience. For a few 
‘short weeks our ation darted athwart 
the public eye as if it had been shot at and 

missed. Then I returned home, and for 
months thereafter was firm in the belief that 
all flesh is as nas grass and that actors eat 
only at certain phases of the moon. I have 
since learned the error of these conclusions. 

Once some enthusiastic soul, observing that 
the walis of the sanctum of a western editor 
were artistically pa with the most go 
ous bonds he had ever seen, without pausing 
pote tees they were bonds nee oS 

efunc gas company, rus rapidly 
toward the rising sun, Srocialanl his dis- 
covery ina loud voice, And now “the wealthy 
country editor” is well nigh a proverb. 

But, to illustrate more fully the injustice of 


judging by appearances, t me to recalla 
istressing instance wherein a friend of mine 
was the innocent victim, 


The neighbor on the next claim to that of my 
friend received a visit from his niece, a roman- 
tie : roe creature from somewhere in New 
York State, and, before lo the young man 
began to wear his other clothes 
ponder, with great geste, over the 
admonition thet it is not good for man to live 
alone, After he had stirred the soft-soap for 


his neighbor's wife a few times, the good lad 
began to detect what was in the wind an 
seemed favorable to the young man’s suit. 
Not so her husband. 
that while my friend would do ver 
oot (he meant 


man declared 
well as a 
lant), =? - tor a _ 
sessed of proper e 
was not to be thoug tof. , 
As is customary, this o 
to prejudice the youn 
None but the 


position but served 
ady in my friend’s 
ave deserve the fair, 
and when he gave the girl to understand that 
he was no meek and humble rabbit, she smiled 


cogly. 

resently he obtained the gru 
sion of her uncle to escort her to t 
festival and to use the old 

It was arrange 
should drive his steed over in the 
tackle on to the aforesaid buegy, an 


ntleman’s buggy 


Being in deadly earnest 
went and bought a cow, calculat- 
ing that the proceeds from the sale of the 
would swell the revenue of the 
tamily to a right smart degree, 
approached he set about milki 

e stroked her head, and imme 
ring over the fence, with the as- 
In short, he was unable 
to begin milking her till he had tied her fast by 
Even then she wes well nigh too 


iately threw a 


many for him. 

Attached to her fly-brush was a hunk of mud 
about the size of a potato, and at the first 
pull she whaled this aroun 
with the force of a slug-shot. 
took and bound the beast’s narrative to his 
And there he had her, 

The milking went merrily on for fully three- 
quarters of a minute, and then the cow went 
away and my friend went with her. 
along story short, 


d and smote him 
Thereupon he 































had he been possessed of 
fifteen arms, with seven hands on each, [ doubt 
if he could have grasped 

enough to have stayed his rus 
through the fence and down the road like the 
flight of a meteor, and, had he a thousand 
tongues, he could not have expressed the half 


Sia his best, and his neighbors 
im coming. The old gentleman ran out 
to head him off, but this was unnecessary, for the 
bond which had bound them so firm] 
gave way just before they got 
my friend stopped. Would that the cow had 
ragged him ciear down to the creek, even 
though it cost him his entire cuticle, for, in 
— event, they would not have recognized 
™m 


sts and grass 


As it was, the old gentleman gathered him 
up, and then rushed away in search of some- 
wire, with which to fasten 
The young lady looked at 
r fellow in a cold, haughty tone, but 
finally had the decency to ask i 
Angered at her lack of feeling, he replied with 
biting sarcasm that, while he was not fatally 
injured, the cow would have had to dr 
many miles before he would have laughed. 

Then the head of the house returned with 
the wheelbarrow for which he had been seek- 
ing, and wheeled my friend home. 

Here is the point of all this: That romantic 
damsel had imagined that the 
p sed eloping with her inste 
elderberry festival, and jumped to the conclu- 
sion that he intended that they flee in her 
, attached to his cow. Her ro- 
mantic soul revolted at the cow. Two days 
later she left for her Eastern home, and my 
friend never saw her again.—TZom P. Morgan 


thing, presumab! 


oung man pro- 
of going to the 








An Interrupted Temperance Lecture. 





Hungry: Hawkins (the tramp)—Won’'t you 
give a poor man a nickel, boss? 

Mr. S. Peake Easy (seeing an opportunity for 
a temperance lecture)—'To be spent at once for 
strong drink, eh! Your 
you so demean yourself 


oor wretch, wh 
Why, even this—— 





ee oe Dumb Brute."—Whoop! Hoo ra-aay!! 





Went Back on Him. 


Dashaway—See here, uncle 
dollar the other day on the 
ar children was dead, an 
p yesterday as lively as a cricket. s 
— Yes, sah; dat chile is de mos 
hile you eber see. 


nnn ace RN 


Tell the Truth and Shame, Etc, 


She— Yes, I am very fon 
He~—Indeed! what, may 


t 
(frankly)—Man. 


I gave you a 
ea that one of 
I saw the little 


Tin 


of . 
I at your favor- 



























































OUR 


PRICE 


202 YONGE STREET 


6 Doors North of Queen 


SATURDAY 


STOCK-TAKING SALE 

GENERAL upheaval of 

stock in all departments is 
noticeable in this busy store just 
now from basement to roof, the 
stock is being measured and 
counted, and wherever a line ap- 
pears that should not be here we 
put a red pencil mark on that will 
cause a speedy exit. To ladies 
who have a large family of girls 
this sale offers a splendid oppor- 
tunity to buy odd lengths of excel- 
lent materials at less than the cost 
of manufacture. Enormous  pur- 
chases are daily arriving of Fall 
purchases, and as we shall be at 
our wits end for room, it may be 
taken for granted that there will 
be no question of profit entering 
our minds on the goods we want 
to clear. 


OUR LUNCH ROOM 


A lady reader of Saturpay | 
Nicut who had been to our lunch | 


room for the first time asked us 
why we did not give it more pub- 
licity; we really thought most 
people knew of it now. We keep 
only the best there is, and with tea 
and coffee at 3c. a cup and other 
refreshments proportionately cheap 
we are always busy in this depart- 
ment of our work. 


MUSIC 
Two thousand seven hundred 
different pieces of first-class music, 
the best and latest productions, 
both vocal and instrumental, for 


McKENDRY'S 


202Yonge St., 6 Doors north of Queen 
33 = DANCING = 33 
: Prof. Davis 


WILL OPEN HIS 


Jae SEASON 


BEGINNING 
Monday, Aug. 31 


Academy 102 Wilton Ave. 
33 - DANCING - 33 


A 
Mother (who has brought home some fruit) 
—Do you like those nectarines, Robby? What 


do they taste like? 
Robby—Yep. Taste like peaches without 


whiskere. 








a ee eR ee ae inte Sam 
Nature v. Fashion. 

“'Mandy, you’re the purtiest gal in the 
country. hy don’t you bang your hair an’ 
set the rest of the gals jes’ crazy? : 

"Cause 't ain't no use, Tom; my hair won't 
stay oung!” 


THE BON 
McKENDRY'S 


5c. acopy. Geta catalogue. 






TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








if 


WEEKLY 





M ARCH EK 





MASON & RISCH | 


Extend a cordial invitation to the musical public to inspect their ware- 
rooms, which have just been decorated and remodelled on a scale 
(and they trust with a degree of taste) worthy of the art manufacture 
of which they are prominent representatives. The celebrated portrait 


by Joukouvsky of the great tone master, 


DR. FRANZ LIZST 


has now been placed in the most favorable position (as to light) which 
it has yet occupied, and its magnificent qualities as a work of art may 
now be appreciated to a degree hitherto not possible. 

The warerooms are now filled with a MAGNIFICENT DIspLay of 


pianos of their own manufacture, 


called. © 


to which especial attention is also 


32 KING ST. WEST 











season, we 
Requisites,” 





SLAZENGER & SOs. 


LAWN TENNIS 


iSlazenger’s Renowned Tennis 


Goods 


To reduce the enormous stock of these 
goods, a mammonth shipment of which 
we have just received at this advanced 


are offering ‘‘Slazenger’s 
the most popular of all 


makes, Rackets, Nets, Poles, Balls, &c., 
at figures less than wholesale prices, and 
invite all to inspect our complete stock. 


THE CHAS, STARK CO, Ltd. 


56, 58 and 60 Church Street 





WHAT OAN BE SAID 


FOR 


Creme de Venus 


That it is a preparation possessing peculiar properties. 
That it readily removes skin blemishes, such as 


Freckles, Tan, Brown Spots, &c. 

1d does so by building up new epidermal tissue. That 
ite eatien is parteotly Sesations and uy scientific. 

That it has come to 


stay. 
That you should ask your next door druggist but one for 
a sample. 


ARE YOU LOSING YOUR HAIR? 


Then don’t be foolish, but try a bottle of 


SAMSONINE 


It contains nothing noxious or acoumulative. It re- 
moves dandruff, prevents loss of hair, invigorates the 
glands, induces vigorous growth, and has 


Succeeded Where all Other Remedies Have 
Failed 
Ask your druggist for sample bottle. 


=> The Great Destroyer of 


= Superfluous Hair 


out inj 


It dissolves the hair to the root with 
to the most dilicate skin, and requires no - 


that there fe none. 
Write to your druggist for sample bottle. 


—, Hent to relieve irri.ation, for the simple reason 
=x 
— 





Ps 
Fi 


Se 


100 &102 Bav STREET 
«— TTORONTO,—*— 











A gentleman of some literary distinction, 
who has had an educational experience of over 
twenty years in Europe and America and who 
has been uniformly successful in preparing 
pupils for admission to the principal universi- 
ties in Great Britain, Ireland and the United 
States, desires pupils. Highest references. 
Address, A. N., Saturnpay Nicurt Office. 
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The Musical Pilgrims. 


Hore. WuRTTEMBERGER Hor, 
NUREMBERG, July 21. 

Dear METRONOME,—We reached Bayreuth 
on Tuesday night, July 14, (some days earlier 
than originally intended) having altered our 
route in order to avail ourselves of any benefit 
which might be derived from a personal appli- 
cation for tickets for the festival, which up to 
that time Mr. Torrington had been unable to 
secure, notwithstanding several telegrams to 
the committee at Bayreuth and the use of in- 
fluential names to aid us in our search, Our 
last telegram to Herr Von Gross, the manager 
of the festival, offering a premium for any ac- 
commodation, standing or otherwise, brought 
the reply, ‘‘ Bedaure, nichts weiter zu ermce- 
glichen.” We then felt that a personal tussle 
might produce the desired effect, and after a 
flying visit to Dresden, pushed on directly to 
Bayreuth. Here we were 80 fortunate as to 
meet with Mr. Walter Damrosch of New York 
and through his aid and a personal interview 
with Herr Von Gross, Mr. Torrington secured 
the promise of the gallery seats for the first 
performances of Parsifal and Tannheuser for 
himself and Mrs. Torrington, who arrived on 
the morning of the presentation of the first 
named work. 

We found all hotel accommodation at 
Bayreuth for the festival taken up in 
advance, and as the city has little to 
recommend it beyond its Wagnerian asso- 
ciations, we decided to make Nuremberg our 
headquarters, and thus limit our stay. in 
Bayreuth to festival days only. 

Before leaving for Nuremberg we visited the 
Wagner theater (where rehearsals were going 
on bravely for the festival) and the Wagner 
residence, as well as the grave of the great 
Maestro. 

The immense state lunatic asylum is situated 
within easy distance of the theater, and, so 
"tis whispered, ig maintained for the reception 
of such ‘“‘cranks” as have visited Bayreuth 
and whose mental capacity does not enable 
them to comprehend the wonderful genius of 
the greatest dramatic composer the world has 
ever known, and the greatest personality in 
the musical world since Beethoven's time. 

For a professed lover of music to doubt the 
genius of Wagner after avisit to Bayreuth, a 
species of insanity must certainly exist. 
There are, however, few such to be found in 
Germany at the present day. The most posi- 
tive denouncers of the Bayreuth master are 
now found in localities where the opportuni- 
ties of hearing and studying his works are 
decidedly limited. We can afford to extend 
our heartfelt sympathy to such and forgive 
their harmless and ignorant denunciations. 
Some of them, by the way, may be found in 
our own Toronto! 

It would be impossible to furnish a detailed 
description of the great festival drama Parsifal 
(it cannot be termed an opera) within the limits 
of this letter. I will simply point out a few 
leading characteristics of the work as they ap- 
neared to me during the performance two 
days ago, 

From the first note of the wonderful prelude 
tothe dropping of the curtain on the last act, 
one is impressed with an indescribable feeling 
of awe and reverence and a consciousness of 
the marvellous genius of the composer who in 
this work gives so grand an expression of the 
Christian idea of God's greatness, The com- 
munion scene at the end of the first act breathes 
a lofty and religious spirit which has never 
been surpassed in any composition. At the 
close of the first act a death-like stillness pre- 
vailed, and the scanty demonstrations of 
vulgar applause which followed were promptly 
and indignantly hissed down. A pause of one 
hour between each act afforded an opportunity 
of studying human nature as represented in 
the vast audience which sought recreation in 
promenading the environs of the theater. A 
more cosmopolitan gathering it would be diffi- 
cult to imagine. German and English were the 
predominating languages, although French 
and Italian were largely represented. 

The beginning of each act was heralded from 
the outer balcony of the theater by a trumpeter, 
whose signal was the motive of the Holy Grail 
—repeated three times. 


Thesecond act portraying the struggles of the 


guileless Parsifal with, and his ultimate tri- 
umph against the seductive wiles of the beautiful 
Kundry, and the third act in which the Holy 


Grail is revealed in all its glory, each possesses | 


its own peculiarly strong features. Especially 
impressive in the last act is the entrancing 
orchestral music portraying the silent prayer 
of Parsifal before the holy spear, in which the 
great genius of the composer is marvellously 
manifest. 

The performance was an undoubted success, 
So impressive was the work as a whole, with 
every detail of scenic effect so carefully and 
magnificently considered, and in which the 
combination of all the arts was presented in 
the most perfect manner—as Wagner alone 
has attempted to present them—that the indi- 
viduality of the solo artists was entirely lost 
sight of. Had they not been judiciously ee- 
lected or the general smoothness of the per- 
formance been marred by anything inartistic 
the defect, no doubt, would have been doubly 
noticeable. Among the soloists were such 
world-renowned artists as Frau Materna, Herr 
Scheidemantel, Van Dyck, and Greugg and 
others selected from such leading art centers 
as Dresden, Berlin, Vienna, Carlsruhe and 
Munich. Malten, Alvary, Winkelmann and 
Reichmann are also among the stars of the 
festival, but did not appear at the first per- 
formance. 

But the glorious orchestra! Could anything 
more superb be imagined than their grand 
work in this most exacting of Wagner's pro- 
ductions? Such purity of intonation! Such 
refinement and delicacy of phrasing, and such 
great richness and sonority in the passages |! 
It would be impossible to particularize any 
department of its effectiveness. 

The strings and reeds were perfection, while 
the brass, for which Wagner may be said to 
have created an almost entirely new sphere of 
usefulness, produced a delightfully rich and 
organ-like effect in the piano passages, while 
in fortissimo, especially in the contrapuintal 
treatment of the motive of the Holy (rail in 
the first and last acts, a grandeur of tone was 
produced which was truly thrilling. 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


The grand spectacle of the festival will un- 
doubtedly be the Tannhzeuser performances. 
This opera is to be produced in Bayreuth for 
the first time and on a scale of magnificence 
which shall surpass any previous representa- 
tion of the work on any stage. It is promised 
that the Bayreuth performance of Tannhzeuser, 
through the union of all the arts on a scale in 
thorough accordance with che wishes of its 
creator, will blot out all remembrance of any 
performance hitherto witnessed. 

As a drama Tannheuser undoubtedly com- 
pares favorably with any of Wagner’s subse- 
quent productions and although in the opinion 
of extreme Wagnerites it might have found 
profounder musical expression in course of 
time, its general effect has scarcely been sur- 
passed by any of the great master’s later 
works, with the exception, perhaps, of that 
most perfect, in my opinion, of all operas—the 
Meistersinger of Nuremberg. A. S. Voer. 


, Eppine, N. H., November, 1888, 
M. S. LacHANcE, Montreal. 

DEAR S1r,—Please receive as a token of grati 
tude the following testimony which I hope 
may be useful to some of those who like my- 
self, are suffering from the pernicious effects of 
intoxicating liquors. 

had been using alcoholic liquors to excess 
for thirty years (I used to drink on average one 
gallon every week) and I tried at different 
times, and by different means to get rid of 
such a noxious habit ; but I always failed in 
my attempt. One day I read your advertise- 
ment of the Father Matthew Remedy and I 
resolved to tryit at once. A few days after- 
wards I received a bottle of that Remedy 
which you had sent me by express, and as 
soon as I had taken the first doses, I felt an 
astonishing relief. Encouraged by this fortu 
nate outset, I went on taking the Remedy 
until the whole bottle was emptied, following 
with a strict regularity the directions given. 
For the last four months I am using this 
bottle of Father Mathew Remedy, and I am 
now quite another man: my appetite is excel- 
lent and do not feel the least desire for intoxi- 
cating liquors. This remedy has done me so 
much good in every respects, that I believe it 
is my duty to recommend it whenever I have 
opportunity to do so. Some persons to whom 
I have recommended your invaluable Remedy 
and who wish to give it a fair trial ; asked me 
to order some for them; therefore you will 
find herein enclosed, five dollars ($5.00) for 
six bottles of Father Mathew Remedy, which 
you will kindly send to me as soon as possible. 

Your obedient servant, PIERRE AUGER. 


The Hamilton Steamboat Co., in order to ac- 
commodate the public of this city, will on the 
Civic Holiday reverse the order of their boats, 
the larger and more roomy Modjeska leaving 
Toronto at 7.30 a.m, and 2 p.m., the Macassa at 
1l a.m. and 5.15 p.m, 





DENTISTRY. 


G L. BALL, DENTIST 


Honor Graduate of Session 83 and 84. 
Tel. 2266 


Tel. 3821 
Philadelphia ; 


74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. 
D® CAPON 
12 Cariton Street 


L.D.S., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.S., 
M.0.8., New York. 


W™: MILLS, L.D.S., D.D.S., Dentist 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. Entrance 4 Albert 
Street, Toronto. 


D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 


325 College Street 


Telephone 2278. . Toronto 


LANDLINE GRAM: 


REMOVES 


Tan, Sunburn, Freckles, Rough- 
ness, Redness and Hardness of 
the Skin, and Prevents 
Wrinkles 


PREPARED ONLY AT 


Bingham’s Pharmacy 


100 Yonge Street 





The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 

BARBER—At Toronto, on July 22, Mis. Henry Barber— 
& 80n. 

CHAPMAN—On July 20, Mrs. H. P. Chapman—a daugh- 
ter. 

DeLAPORTE-— At Toronto, on July 29, Mrs. A. DeLaporte 
—a daughter. 

FEN WICK—At Bowmanville, on July 29, Mre. M. M. Fen- 
wick—a daughter. 

MILLER—At St. Catharines, on July 30, Mra, O. Miller— 


a daughter. 
PEARCE—At Toronto, on July 29, Mre. W. K. Pearce—a 


son. 

HOWELL—At Toronto, on July 21, Mrs. George Howell 
—a daughter. 

CAMPBELL—At Petrolea, on July 28, Mrs. Peter Camp- 
bell—a son. 

WALKER —At Toronto, on July 22, Mre. J. D. Walker—a 
daughter. 

FOWLDS—At Hastings, on July 23, Mrs. F w. Fowlde— 


& son. 
O LAUGHLIN—At St. Catharines, 
O Laughlin—a daughter. 
CARLETON—At Toronto, on July 
ton—a son. 
LATCH FORD— At Ottawa, on July 31, Mrs. F. R. Latch- 
ford—a son. 
NORRIE—At Toronto, on August 1, Mra. E. J. C. Norrie 
—a daughter. 


on July 20, Mrs. H. 
24, Mre. W. H. Carle- 


Marriages. 


BROUGH—CADOW—At Toronto, on July 28, William 
Brough to Mrs Annie C. Cadow. 

CLARK—CAMPBELL—At Toronto, on July 30, Rev. 
William Clark of Trinity College, to Emily Campbell. 

ROGERS—VanDUSEN—At Picton, on July 21, James 
C. Rogers to Agnes Gerter VanDusen. 

McCARTER—HOLMES—At Toronto, on July 29, John 
B. McCarter to Maggie M. Holmes. 

PRENTIS—BELL—At Bell’s Lake, King township, on 
July 29, Joseph D. Prentis to R'llie Bell. 

LYONS—McGHEE—At Horsing’s Mills, on July 22, 
George Lyons to Sophia M. McGhee. 

CRAIG—EYRE—At Picton, on July 25, Hugh A. Craig 
to Charlotte B. Eyre. 

STUART—WHITE—At Glercoe, on July 28, Alexander 
Stuart to Emma Margaret White. 

DANCY—WELCH—At Toronto, on July 30, H. N. 
Dancy to Eva Welch. 

BROWN—MOSS—At Toronto, on August 1, Vere Cecil 
Brown to Caroline Amy Moss. 

WADE—ROSSITER—At Austin, Ill, on 
Frances Morton Wade to Florence Rossiter. 

WILSON—DOBSON—At Toronto, on August 3, John 
Wilson to May Dobson. 

MAGANN—LORENGER—At Montreal, on August 1, 
George Plunkett Magann to Grace Leonie Lorenger. 


PARISIAN 


67 Adelaide 


August 1, 


Goods called for and delivered to any part of the city. 


Deaths. 

EALES—at Toronto, Mre. Amelia Eales, aged 84 years. 
*MILNE—At Ilfracombe, Muskcka, on July 29, Margaret 
Ann Milre, d 31 years. 

ROTTEN BURG—At Windsor, England, on July 15, the 
Baroness de Rottenburg. 

STARES—At Toronto, on July 30, Mre. Louisa Stares, 
aged 28 years. 

STEVEN—At Hamilton Beach, on July 30, Oswald 


Steven, aged [2 years. 
FLOCK HART—At Collingwood, on July 30, David Fiock- 


hart. aged 66 yeare. 

SCOIT—At Toronto, on July 30, George K. Scott, aged 
17 days. 

THOMPSON—At Etobicoke, on July 31, W. A. Thomp- 
eon, azed 55 years. 

CHAPMAN—At Milwaukee, on July 24, David Chapman. 

WHITE—At Toronto, on July 29, Mrs. Ann Mulligan 


White, aged 70 years. 
WALKER—At Oiterville, on July 30, Mie. Jane Walker, 


aged 85 years. 

PE! RCE—At Toronto, on August 2, Samuel Peirce, aged 
26 years. 

EED—At Toronto, on August 1, Mre. Jane Reed. 

THOMLINSON—At Toronto, Mre. William Thomlinson, 
aged 33 years. 

NORRIS—At St. Catharines, on August 1, Capt. James 
Norrie, 72 years. 

HALL—At Toronto, on August 2, Mary Marguerite Hall, 


8 months. 
CORNELL—At Toronto, on August 2, Annie Cornell. 
GEDDES—At Toronto, on August 3, James Coffin Geddes, 


aged 77 years, 


Oany Mother sending us her name and 
address on a postal card, we will send 
two sample tins of Nestlé’s Milk Food, suffi- 
cient for four meals. Nestlé’s Food requires 
the addition of water only in its preparation. 
The best and safest diet to protect infants 
against Summer Complaints. 
Talk with your physician about it. 
THOS. LEEMING & CO., Sole Agents, 
25 St, Peter St,, Montreal. 


TIME IS MONEY 


You can get the best value in Watches 


MANUFACTURING JEWELER 
61 King Street East, opposite Toronto “treet 


This Young Man’s Occupation is Gone 


And our machines are now cleaning the 
Costly Carpets and Fine Rugs for 
the ladies of Toronto 

We would like the ladies to give us acall and see how 
the work is done. We are prepared to do all kinds of 
cleaning, fitting and laying (no chaine or ropes to tear your 
carpets). Grease spots removed. Open all the year. 
Orders called for and returned to any part of the city. 
We have a special moth proof room for storing carpets. 
Send for price lists. Furniture repaired. 


Toronto Carpet Cleaning Company 


Office and Works 44 Lombard Street 
Telephone 2686 
A. S. PFEIFFER & HOUGH BROS. 


DUFFERIN PARK RACES 


TORONTO, ONT. 
Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday 
August 6, 6, 7 and 8, and 


Monday (Civic Holiday) Aug. 10 


Races start at 2.30 o’clock each day. 

FIRST DAY—Three minute class trot, purse $300. 
for all trot, purse $300. 

SECOND DAY—2 40 class trot, purse $300. 
trot and pace, purse $300. 

THIRD DAY—2.46 clase trot and pace, purse $300. 
clase trot and pace, purse $300. 

FOURTH DAY—2 50 class, purse $300. 
and pace, purse #300 

FIFTH AY—2 34 class, purse $300. 
trotters and pacers, $400. 

Entries close July 30. Entrance fee 74 per cent. Ameri- 
can Trotting Association Rules to govern. 

Races in harness, mile heats, best three in five. Money 
divided 50, 25, 15 and 10 per cent. Horses eligible May 23, 
1891. The right to postpone reserved in accotint of 
weather or other causes. 


Free 
232 clase 
2 30 
2.30 class trot 


two mile race, 


he right to change the order of 
any day’s programme. A horse distancing the field or any 
part thereof to receive first money only. Four to enter 
and three to start. All horses kept on the grounds will be 
charged 75c. per day for board. Admisston to grounds 
50c., vehicles 500., children 25c,, ladies free. Dufferin Park 
can be reached by Queen and Brockton, College and Dover. 
court, and Bloor Street cars. J. 8. CHARLES, Prop., 

No. 882 Dufferin Street, Toronto. 


MAYBE 
YOU 
HAVE 

A BOY? 


PERHAPS YOU’RE PROUD OF HIM 


Then bring him to us. We will 
clothe him with neatness and fash- 
ion FOR LITTLE MONEY. 


T. K. ROGERS 


622 Queen St. West TORONTO 
Cor. Hackney Street 


STEAM LAUNDRY 


Street West. Telephone 1127 


N. B.—Our patrons are re- 


quested not to give their Laundry to any driver not wearing uniform Cap with the 


luitials P. 


Parisian Laundry or otherwise. 


a 


L., on, a8 we have no connection with other copcerne styling themscives 


“— oly eR DV 
AND VIER, 
J. A. ROLSTIN, ao 


GRAND 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments, 


PIANOFORTES 


SQUARE 


UPRIGHT 


Our written guarantee. 
for five years accompanies 
each Piano. 


SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


Warerooms : 117 


King Street West, Toronto 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


| FROM THE 


COAL 


ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE : 


Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Queen 


Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street an 


UR assortment of Boys’ Two 

and Three Piece Suits at 
present is at its very best. The 
styles are the newest, and the 
manner in which they are made 
is such that the most critical 
cannot helo but be pleased. In 
addition to our stock of Tweed 
and Cloth Suits we have just 
opened out a magnificent lot of 
Linen and Nankeen Fancy Suits 
made in blouse waists and sailor 


C. P. R’v 


» “With special features con 
tained in no other make, and 
improvements that are the 
result of thirty years’ experi- 
ence in the refrigerator busi- 
ness, in fact one that is unap- 


proachable in merit, call on 
us for the famous LHONARD 
CLEANABLE Refrigerator. 
Costs no more than cheap 
makes.” 


WE HAVE SOLD THE 


Leonard 
Cleanable 
Refrigerator 


FIVE YEARS 


AND 


styles. Our prices will be found Guaranteed Satisfaction in very (ase 


reasonable. 


OAK HALL 


115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 


Toronto 
W. RUTHERFORD .- .- 


Charles Brown & 


Manager 


H. AL COLLINS & CO. 


6, 8 & 10 Adelaide St. West 


Oo.’s Park Phaeton 


The Only Two-Wheeler that is a Suceess in Every Way 


BODY AND SPRINGS 


HAVE 


No Conneetion 


WITH 


SHAFTS 


Entirely new. Elegant in style and finish. The finest 
trap made for doctors and ladies. 


CHARLES BROWN & CO. 


6 Adelaide Street East, Toronto 





